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	1. Therum Falling

Therum Falling

**LOCATION: MILKY WAY/ARTEMIS TAU/KNOSSOS SYSTEM/THERUM**

**DATE (IMPERIUM CALENDER): 22-10-51618**

**ONGOING EVENT: SIEGE OF KNOSSOS, SECOND HUMAN-FORERUNNER WAR**

Therum was one of the few fortress worlds that survived the Human-Flood War, but it did not survive unscathed. The Flood never managed to land troops en masse before their demise, but they did significantly damage Therum's planetary defenses, defenses that were not completely repaired before the Forerunners arrived. The repairs of the orbital bombardment defense shields for the land masses were completed, but the repairs of the shielding over the oceans were only beginning initial preparations two days before the attack.

The Humans had made the Forerunners pay with entire generations in every battle of the Second Human-Forerunner War, but after the San 'Shyuum surrendered, winnable battles became one sided sieges as the Forerunners whittled away at the exhausted humans who could no longer afford to deploy reinforcements to halt Forerunner aggression. Therum was now suffering from the new found confidence that the Forerunners were feeling from finally gaining the upper hand after a millennium of total galactic war. The moment the Forerunners entered the Knossos System their scanners detected the lack of planetary shields over Therum's oceans. The Forerunners saw this as an opportunity to possibly lighten the heavy casualties which they already knew they were going to endure.

Every battle was the same. Hundreds of forerunner ships were lost to bring down one human ship; dozens of forerunner soldiers were lost to bring down one human soldier. In an effort to reduce losses as much as possible, the Forerunners ignored the human fleet that was cutting through them like hot steel through butter and concentrated fire on the oceans. The unshielded planet was devastated, reduced from a lush garden world into a fiery hell-hole. Oceans of water turned into oceans of lava. The tectonic plates shifted as the planet's crust was shattered by particle cannons punching holes straight through the planet's core. The atmosphere was ignited and the resulting firestorm destroyed the planet's defense platforms, providing an opening for the Forerunners to land an invasion force. What would've taken the Forerunners decades was achieved in years due to this advantage.

Therum had a large influx of refugees from the Second Human-Forerunner War, and the evacuation of the increased civilian population was only 38% complete. The evacuation would have been completed a long time ago, but the relentless orbital bombardment had been scrambling the planet's teleportation grid, causing it to malfunction.

"The evacuation portal just went offline again!"

"Shit! What happened!?" Sergeant Alexandria, a revered Titan super soldier and the daughter of the legendary Lord of Admirals Forthencho, blasted two Forerunners with her purple-fire multipurpose particle weapon system, disrupting their atomic and molecular structure, shattering them like glass, as her AI Companion Nikias alerted her to the situation. Forerunner combat skin offered no protection from human weapons, but that was irrelevant during the war since the Forerunners outnumbered the Humans over a thousand to one.

"Bombardment destroyed the slipspace generators, and over half of the repair crew was killed in the explosion." Alexandria could tell from Nikias's voice that he had lost hope. "There's nothing more we can do. This is it."

"Don't say that. Don't you ever say that."

Humans never gave up, and they sure as hell never surrendered. They fought, they sacrificed, and if there was a way to survive, then they would find it, but not this time.

"The battle is lost, you know tha- Alert! Enemy forces are converging on the evac bunker! The bastards must have noticed the loss of power!"

"Dammit." Alexandria cursed under her breath. She knew that any attempts to save them would be in vain, but that wasn't what she needed to do. She needed to make sure that none of them were captured, or else the Forerunners would download their memories and potentially gain dangerous insight into human technology. She knew that none of them would ever surrender, but human civilian grade weapons and armor were more balanced with the Ecumene's arsenal. The Forerunners would be able to take them down with non-lethal weapons. She could not allow that to happen.

Taking a moment to think, as well as blast six more Forerunners, Alexandria opened her neural link to the twelve men and women fighting along side her behind a improvised barricade of cars and debris that they had thrown together with psychokinesis. She had lost her original fireteam of three other Titans, and had now been with these new brave warriors for the past eight years of the battle, forming an effective team that stuck it to the Forerunners both on the ground and in space. When the Forerunners landed a new wave of reinforcements, her team was there. When the Forerunners started to form a staging area on one of the other planets in the system, her team was there. When the Forerunners brought in a new dreadnaught that needed boarding, her team was there. When the Forerunners needed to regroup, they spent all of their moments of pause recuperating together. They were more than a fire team, they were a family. Four of them were civilians, having received only the basic military training that was mandatory for all citizens of the Imperium before they went into the civilian occupations of their choosing. They were especially brave, and Alexandria admired them for making it this far. She knew this would be the last time she ever saw them. There was so much that she wanted to say, but there was no time. Every second she spent saying her goodbyes would be a second spent letting civilians be captured.

_"We can't lose this sector, not now. I'm heading to the evac bunker. Hold the line for as long as you can. Give these slit nose freaks everything you've got. Good luck. I'm...proud of you, all of you."_

She received several protests. None of them wanted to part ways with the woman who had become more like a mother to them than a commanding officer. Alexandria had become a symbol not just to those under her command, but to all of humanity. She was well known in the galactic community for her role in the First Human-Forerunner War. She became known as the Savior of Humanity for her heroics during the Human-Flood War and the Second Human-Forerunner War, the period that became known by historians as the Dark Times. She was the light that shone defiantly during humanity's darkest hour. She lived up to the meaning of her name. Alexandria: defender of mankind.

_"That's an order. No arguments, I have to go. I'm sorry."_

Alexandria uploaded a digital copy of her and Nikias's consciousness to the teams mini battlenet in order to leave them with leadership. And with that, she was off. There was a terrible knot in her stomach and throat, as well as tears streaking down her face. Every fiber in her body wanted to fight and die with her team, her family.

A few steps into the direction of the bunker she stopped. Her eyes dropped to the ground and she almost turned around. Nikias was in equally hurt to leave the team behind, but he managed to weakly urge Alexandria to continue. "You know what we have to do."

"I know."

Alexandria raised her head high and charged off to the bunker as fast as she could.

A/N: Material that either contradicts canon, or is not clear whether or not it contradicts canon will be identified in author's notes.

In Halo canon, there is only one confirmed conflict between the Humans and Forerunners. In my story there are two.


	2. One Long Nap

One Long Nap

**LOCATION: MILKY WAY/ARTEMIS TAU/KNOSSOS SYSTEM/THERUM**

**DATE (IMPERIUM CALENDER): 22-10-51618**

**ONGOING EVENT: SIEGE OF KNOSSOS, SECOND HUMAN-FORERUNNER WAR**

All around, the remnants of a once great city could be seen, reduced to a shadow of its former glory. Skyscrapers had fallen, roads had erupted, and the sky was a dark clouded red. All around, the streets were covered in craters and filled with charred and shattered corpses, along with chunks of combat vehicles that had been destroyed or shot down. The city had been turned into an island, surrounded by raging firestorms of lava on all sides, and in some parts of the city, where the bombing had been severe, fissures could be seen erupting in the distance.

Alexandria had been sprinting for 12 miles down what remained of a main road when a beam of hard light smashed into her back. Even though the beam did not drop her shields, the massive kinetic force would've still turned her into red mist were she a semi-evolved human. Being a fully evolved, genetically engineered, human cyborg super soldier, she was merely knocked down face first from being caught off guard. She immediately made a short range teleportation to some cover behind the front half of a main battle tank using Psychokinesis and began returning fire. Nikias sent the combat data directly to her brain at the speed of light, rather than take the time to say it verbally.

"_Ten grunts, one Promethean.__"_

_ "One Promethean? I thought they fought in packs."_

_ "Me too. Maybe they're just spread thin right now."_

The ten forerunner regulars died within moments of the engagement. Alexandria spent extra time out of cover, pushing her shields until they fell in order to get in extra shots. The Promethean did not wait to be gunned down, and instead closed the distance between him and Alexandria with teleportation, knowing that his best hope of defeated the Titan was melee combat.

The Promethean reappeared behind Alexandria and went for a rear-naked chokehold. The hold would immobilize Alexandria's shoulders, allowing the Promethean to break her neck with a violent jerking motion. Alexandria foresaw this with her sixth sense and knocked him back with a reverse elbow strike to the chest. The Titan spun around as the Promethean rolled back, both of them materializing their melee weapons. The Promethean drew his pure energy melee weapon. He activated it and a scimitar was emitted, a weapon that was originally designed in the old days to attack enemies while riding a horse, but was also a quick and defensive weapon that was useful if you didn't want to trade massive blows with a overpowered enemy. He then bought up his forearm and generated a hard light buckler, a small shield meant for deflecting attacks rather than absorbing them. He was preparing to be on the defensive of a overwhelming assault. Alexandria drew a glaive, an effective weapon against an opponent wielding a shield. The handle portion of the glaive was hard light while the customized black and purple hilt of her energy melee weapon fixed on the end, generating the blade.

"Need any help?"

"I think I can take him."

She immediately thrusted her weapon into the side of his shield, attempting to move it out of the way, opening her opponent to a follow up thrust attack. The Promethean parried downward with the buckler, forcing Alexandria to bend over. He then countered with an upwards diagonal slash to her face. Alexandria leaned back as fast as she could, narrowly dodging his attack and sending an uppercut of her own with the butt of her weapon at the Promethean's chin. He used the momentum of his failed slash to spin back on his right foot. Alexandria, who still had her glaive raised over her left shoulder with the blade facing backwards from her uppercut, brought the butt of her weapon forward in a quick jab to the Forerunner's face. The jab made contact, and Alexandria wasted no time in continuing her assault. She brought her glaive down from over her shoulder in a slashing motion. The Promethean continued to spin backwards, this time using the momentum from the painful blow he had just received, dodging the Titan's slash and unintentionally turning his back to his attacker. Alexandria immediately dematerialized her weapon and grabbed the Promethean from behind, putting him in a rear-naked choke while also stabbing a micro smart charge into his shoulder. The Promethean struggled to remove the charge, but was unable to focus due to the enormous pressure that the merciless Titan was exerting upon him. The charge quickly traveled throughout to his body, plowing through everything in its path before reaching his heart. The Promethean's body twitched, indicating that the charge had reached it target and detonated. Alexandria released the Promethean and left him where he lay. Alive, but not for long.

"Well, that was fast."

"You've been watching too many movies that glorify sword fights, Nikias. Real bladed combat rarely lasts for more than 30 seconds."

"True. The bunker isn't far, lets go."

The bunker was only 30 miles away, a relatively short distance for the Titan super soldier, who could sprint non-stop at speeds of over 100 miles an hour unassisted. Adding Psychokinesis, powered armor, and cybernetics into the equation, Alexandria was able to propel her body even faster, reaching speeds of over 200 miles an hour. Despite this massive speed, she was still traveling very slow in comparison to modern day civilian transit, which usually crossed distances at speeds of up to mach 10, which was around 7700 miles an hour, depending on the temperature and altitude. Sometimes people didn't even bother getting in vehicles, instead choosing to just teleport from point A to point B using the planet's teleportation grid, a grid that was currently inactive.

When they arrived at the entrance to the bunker, Nikias accessed the camera feeds and found that the civilians were still holding their own against the Forerunners, using the exposed hallways to their advantage, but they were being overrun, and fast. The civilian grade plasma weapons were not mowing down the Forerunners like military grade particle weapons. Phased plasma combined the burn of superheated plasma with the penetration of projectiles, essentially injecting their targets with plasma rather than splashing it over the surface. They were deadly, but not deadly enough for this fight.

The Forerunners did not know by who, but they knew that the Humans had been exhausted in a recent war. They saw this as an opportunity to eliminate their only rival. The Forerunners suffered unimaginable casualties in every engagement due to Humanity's superior weaponry, courtesy of the Precursors, but the Forerunners were infinitely more advanced than the Humans in every other aspect of technology, and they knew that their their superior numbers and industrial power would eventually outlast their enemies. The piles of Forerunner corpses showed their immense commitment to crushing Humanity once and for all, no matter the cost.

To make matters worse, Alexandria and Nikias could see on the feeds that the Forerunners had brought in a War Sphinx.

"Shit."

"Hey, at least it's not one of those crazy Double Sphinxes."

Nikias's attempt to look at the bright side of things did manage to make Alexandria feel a little more optimistic about their chances, but not much. Together, the two of them had taken on single War Sphinxes before and come out on top, but they could only do so if they had an edge. The Humans had lost all of their factories and were no longer able to mass produce mechs and drones for ground support on the front lines, leaving all of the Forerunner's war machines unchallenged.

Alexandria charged into the bunker as fast as she could, avoiding forerunner and human corpses all the way. The civilians had been pushed back deep into the bunker, no doubt a result of the War Sphinx's devastating power. Whenever the Forerunners encountered a new species and moved in to dismantle their military, they had been known to use a Double Sphinx to subjugate an entire continent, although they usually managed to demilitarize a species before it even left its home world by reprogramming the entire race with geas, minimizing bloodshed.

Traveling through the plain bunker with nothing but arrows, room numbers, and hallway designations for design, Alexandria and Nikias reached the nearest hallway where hard light and phased plasma were streaming back and forth. She immediately began tearing into the enemy's back ranks, setting her particle weapon to beam-mode. Eight seconds and 24 Forerunners later, a door behind Alexandria opened and revealed the War Sphinx.

_"Damn architects, they should have made this place smaller."_

The Forerunner foot soldiers had now all been eliminated, and Alexandria ordered the civilians through her neural link to go and reinforce another line, leaving her to deal with the War Sphinx alone.

"_Well at least it's not slaughtering the civilians anymore."_

_ "I agree. Hey, Nikias."_

_ "Yeah?"_

_ "I could use some help this time."_

_ "So now you need me, huh. Well, I'm afraid my schedule just filled up."_

_ "Get your ass out here."_

_ "Oh, all right."_

Nikias left Alexandria's body and took on a physical form. Nikias's avatar was just a standard issue Imperium male suit of powered armor. Like Alexandria, he did not bother with customizations. The only "customized" aspects of their armor were the LED lights. Alexandria's were purple, and Nikias's were blue.

The War Sphinx had backed up into an atrium at the end of the hallway, leaving Alexandria and Nikias in the exposed space, forcing them to follow. The hallway was a barrel, and they did not want to be the fish.

The Forerunner in the command cabin spoke over the War Sphinx's speakers.

"Alexandria, daughter of Forthencho. I knew you would come, and I am pleased to have the honor of seeing to your demise personally."

Alexandria recognized that voice. Her suspicions were confirmed when the command cabin opened to reveal its operator. It was Shadow-of-Sundered-Star's eldest son, Caster-of-Blinding-Light. They had killed each other many times, but Alexandria had always been within range of an uncorrupted battlenet that was able to beam her consciousness into a new body, and Caster had always had a working durance.

"I thought you'd be participating in the Battle of Charum Hakkor."

"I was, until I discovered that you were not there."

"Aww. You came all the way here just for me? That's so sweet."

Forerunners were very formal, especially with other species who they all deemed less superior, and Alexandria knew how much she annoyed him with her sarcasm and playfulness.

Caster let out a disgusted sigh.

"I've had enough of you. I've had enough of all of you."

Caster began priming the War Sphinx's weapons for combat.

"Besides, Charum Hakkor is finished. It has five more years at best."

Alexandria and Nikias both clenched their fists at that statement, feeling the hatred bubbling inside them. While they had not heard any news from Charum Hakkor other than that it was under attack, they knew Caster was probably telling the truth. Humanity was finished. They had lost, and there was no pretending they still had even the slightest chance of victory.

"Now, to the matter at hand. I am going to make you pay for the millennium of war that your kind has plagued us with."

Caster's tone changed from serious to furious.

"There is no escape for you now! No precious battlenet to save you! You are trapped! You are vermin! All of your kind, filth! You have disgraced the Mantle, and the galaxy will be a better place without you! NOW DIE!"

"Um, excuse me." Nikias, who had been quiet thus far, decided this was a good time to let the overconfident forerunner know of his imminent demise.

"WHAT!?"

"Just thought I should let you know that while you two were reminiscing, I managed to corrupt your durance."

Caster checked to see if the scum was telling the truth. He was.

"That's... not possible."

"I also disabled you Sphinx's shields and memory banks."

Just as Nikias finished informing Caster of the "modifications," the War Sphinxes shields dropped.

Before Caster could issue another retort, Alexandria struck his Sphinx with a dangerously powerful Psychokinetic lightning attack that normally would have given her a seizure had the homeostasis regulator in her armor not compensated for the overload of electrical activity in her brain.

Nikias jumped onto the left leg of the ten by twenty meter beast and stabbed into the side of its knee with an electro hard light blade that he forged as a gauntlet over his right forearm, temporarily disabling the joint, causing the Sphinx to drop down to its right knee.

The only way the were going to defeat such an enemy was one of three ways. The first way was heavy weapons, of which they had none. In fact, they didn't have any firearms which could harm the War Sphinx. The second way was ground support. That was obviously not going to happen either. The third and only currently relevant way was to bring it down by attacking the legs, then go for its vital systems with melee weapons and precision explosives. After the mech was disabled, Caster would be vulnerable. Until it was disabled, he was invincible.

Immediately after Nikias disabled the Sphinxes left knee, he was swatted by the beast's tail, sending him flying towards the wall for a sickening impact. Before Nikias impacted the wall however, Alexandria grabbed him with PK and flung him onto the Sphinx's right leg to repeat his last attack.

Her assist left Alexandria open to a blast from the Sphinx's powerful tail cannon. She managed to move far enough to the side to where the shot only threw her to her back and dropped her shields, rather than erasing her from existence. As a soldier, she had her nervous system modified so that she would not suffer traditional pain from negative effects on her body such as injuries, while still being able to experience positive stimuli such as a pleasing scent. Instead, she received data that was displayed through her HUD indicating that the shot had broken several ribs and bruised a large portion of her chest muscles. Even though her injuries did not cause her pain, they would still impair her ability to perform. In other words, if she were to lose an arm, while she would not feel any pain, she would still have lost an arm. Her self-repair systems would do the best they could, but they could only do so much during combat while injuries were still being inflicted.

Alexandria quickly got back to her feet as she sensed a rocket charging towards her position. She turned back to the Sphinx after escaping the blast radius and saw its wings aim towards her, revealing ten massive auto cannons. She moved as fast as she could to avoid the heavy fire while her shields recharged.

Nikias had now disabled both knees of the Sphinx, but that did nothing to slow it down. The destroyed kneecaps detached and the dangling forelegs moved up to reinforce the thighs, making a shorter, but no less ferocious death machine.

Caster again sent the tail at Nikias in a whipping motion, but this time Nikias grabbed on to it. Alexandria used Psychokinesis to slow down the Sphinx's tail as much as possible, allowing Nikias to maintain his grip. A directed concussive blast from the Sphinx stopped Alexandria from providing further assistance by slamming her headfirst into a wall.

Nikias stuck a charge to the base of the tail. It was a good thing he managed to disable the Sphinx's shields before the fight. Had he not, the explosion he was about to cause would have been deflected. Nikias was thrown off of the tail by an electrical shock wave from the beast, a function that was added specifically for knocking off attackers who had latched on to the Sphinx. Thankfully, the charge had a small coating of lead strong enough to negate the EMP effects. Unfortunately, Nikias did not have a similar coating to protect himself. He was unable to land gracefully and ready to fight due to the shock wave scrambling his digital mind. He was just about to be crushed under the Sphinx's heel when Alexandria recovered from the concussive blast and tackled the beast's leg with all her might, moving it just enough to avoid Nikias.

Caster moved his War Spinx a few steps away and launched homing missiles from its back that raced towards the two humans for an instant kill. The disoriented Nikias was not able to scramble their guidance to avoid them altogether, but Alexandria managed to use PK in time to send the missiles far enough off course that the two were able to survive the violent explosion by forging hard light shields, protecting themselves from being disintegrated. Even though they survived the initial blast, they were still thrown violently by the blast wave when their hard light shields broke from absorbing too much damage.

Alexandria knew from her and Nikias's neural link that he had planted a charge in the Sphinx's tail. She also knew that he was still disoriented from an electrical attack he had recently received. Being a synthetic, he was suffering from the effects more so than she would.

Not waiting for Nikias to fully regain his senses and detonate the charge himself, Alexandria used their connection to detonate it herself. The result did not completely destroy the Sphinx's tail, it merely blew it off, leaving over half of it still intact.

Just as the War Sphinx had adapted to the damage done to its legs, rather than just discard them altogether, the remainder of the tail attached itself to the front of the beast's chest, forming a new main cannon. It was smaller and less powerful, but it was still overkill when used as an anti-infantry weapon. A direct hit from any of the Sphinx's weapons would erase a foot soldier from existence, making speed crucial to this fight.

The adaptation of the broken tail took longer than that of the legs, allowing the two humans a moment of recovery. They struggled to get back to their feet as their self-repair systems were overloading in an attempt to heal all of the broken bones, bruised muscles, and internal bleeding inflicted upon them by the War Sphinx's devastating blows.

"Nikias, get up. We're not done yet."

Nikias forced himself to his feet, holding his head to maintain balance.

"That thing hits fucking hard."

"I know."

Alexandria and Nikias regained their composure as the Sphinx finished its adaptation. Caster was very aware of their current condition, and decided that it was a good time to issue a taunt, his voice booming over the War Sphinx's speakers.

"Prepare yourselves. This is the end."

The two humans stood defiantly, prepared to fight to the very end. It was in their nature. Even when all hope was lost, they would stand, and they would fight.

The bunker started trembling from orbital bombardment, and Nikias did a quick scan of the bunker's structural integrity, sharing his thoughts with Alexandria.

_"This place is about to collapse."_

That gave them an idea.

_"Are you thinking what I'm thinking?"_

_ "Yeah."_

_ "Oh, right."_

Caster opened fire with every weapon emplacement on the War Sphinx. To Alexandria and Nikias it seemed as if a star was coming at them.

While Alexandria formed a dome shape of force with PK in an attempt to funnel as much of the incoming fire away as she could, Nikias forged a hard light shield around them, drawing whatever power he could from himself and Alexandria.

When the blaze of blinding light reached the two humans, almost half of the energy was deflected away, draining Alexandria of what little strength her body had left as her homeostasis regulator failed. While she had not been casting PK attacks continuously for the majority of the fight, she had been using PK to increase her speed. After her last display of unnatural Psychokinetic power, the regulator overloaded, and Alexandria's body simply dropped.

All of the pure death which Alexandria was able to deflect away from her and Nikias slammed into the walls, causing the bunker to become unstable and begin collapsing around them. The rest of Caster's attack which was not deflected slammed into Nikias's overcharged hard light shield, breaking it almost instantly, and sending the two flying.

Alexandria was now barely conscious, and Nikias was in danger of shutting down from absorbing some of the fire that made it past the hard light shield.

Caster was no fool, and he knew that if he remained much longer to confirm the death of his nemesis then the bunker would likely become his tomb. Nikias, who was still coherent, despite the beating he had just endured, manged to prop himself up on his right elbow to see that Caster was attempting to flee.

"Oh no you don't. If we go, you're going with us."

Nikias got to his hands and knees and crawled to Alexandria. Accessing her sub-space pocket through their neural link, Nikias pulled out Alexandria's weapon system. He took aim at the ceiling of the passageway Caster was heading down and fired a continuous beam of accelerated particles, causing it to collapse and cover the Sphinx in debris.

Kneeling beside her, Nikias cradled Alexandria while sending her weapon back into her sub-space pocket. She was conscious,but incoherent, her head bobbing around like she was struggling to stay awake. Nikias gaze left Alexandria, and he began to feel a sense of hopelessness as the world crumbled around them.

"_I have to save her."_

Nikias reached out to the digital realm, searching for a wireless connection to try and find something, anything that might save Alexandria. Many of the bunker's cameras were still intact and active, but many of them also had obstructed views. Combining what little visual data he gathered from the cameras with the data he was receiving from the various other devices still intact throughout the bunker, Nikias was able to locate a single remaining prison capsule.

A prison capsule did the same thing as a stasis pod, keeping a single individual in suspended animation, only the occupant was kept fully aware. While in a stasis pod, an individual would simply enter the pod and go to sleep. In a prison capsule, the individual would be broken down on a molecular level and fused with the capsule. The capsule was nothing but a simple sliver sphere in appearance that could change its size for easy transport or storage. While it was highly resistant to damage, just putting her in the sphere would not be enough. If it remained on Therum, it would undoubtedly be either destroyed or discovered. Nikias would have to digitize the sphere and beam it to another facility not in the Knossos System. There were two problems with this. One, only a quantum entanglement communicator would be able to beam Alexandria off world without being detected and traced, and while Nikias could see one in the room with the capsule, there was no guarantee it was functional. Two, Human Space was ravaged by both the Flood and the Forerunners. The chances that Nikias would be able to locate a secure facility to beam Alexandria to were very slim, but he had to try. He could not die knowing that he had not done everything he could to try and save his friend.

Nikias helped Alexandria up and slung her right arm around the back of his neck, holding it at the wrist to keep her in place. He also wrapped his left arm around her waist to provide her with more support and balance while they moved through the collapsing bunker on their way to the capsule. Fortunately, it was on the same floor, and relatively close to their current position, but they would still have to walk quite a distance through collapsing passageways that would force them to find a different route, as well as falling debris that would crush them flat. Wasting no time, Nikias began guiding Alexandria through the bunker.

They were about to leave the atrium through through the hallway that offered the most direct route to the prison capsule, and almost as if on cue the hallway collapsed. Without stopping to even acknowledge their misfortune, Nikias started down the next hallway to the right, struggling to keep himself steady as the bunker trembled from bombardment.

The ceilings of a few of the rooms along the hallway collapsed and shot out their doors at high speeds, some of which smacked into the two humans with considerable force, testing their will to push forward. The next atrium at the end of the hallway, where they would have turned left, completely collapsed a few moments before they entered. Nikias entered the nearest room on the lefts side of the hallway, hoping the exit to the other side was still accessible. It was, but as they moved through the room, Nikias could see that the ceiling was about to cave in. With this sudden realization, Nikias's fear of failure gave him that unexplainable spring in his step that he needed to exit the room just before the ceiling gave out.

Now in the hallway Nikias originally wanted to be in, he started to guide the half-conscious Alexandria back down in the direction they came from on their way to the room with the prison capsule. When they reached the room, Nikias found the door to be jammed. A quick scan revealed it to be blocked from the other side. Nikias set Alexandria down and placed his last charge on the door. All hope depended on the charge being able to blow open the door, without caving in the room.

Closing his optics and cutting off his sensors, Nikias detonated the charge. When he reopened his awareness, he found that his plan had payed off. Without missing a beat, he immediately picked Alexandria back up and charged into the room. A quick scan of the ceiling's integrity revealed that the room might have a few more minutes before it caved in.

The capsule was floating in the center of the room, ready for a person to be thrown into it and transported off world. It was a cell for prisoners, and the Imperium was not very tolerant of criminals. A person could literally be tossed at the capsule, and having no time to be graceful, that's exactly what Nikias did.

"Sorry about that, Alexa."

Nikias placed a hand on the console controlling the quantum entangler. Transferring himself directly into the entangler's systems, Nikias began searching for an intact facility to which he could send Alexandria. He found one. Literally, he found only one. It was on Kopis, Makhaira's largest moon. He immediately sent the commands to the entangler.

_Send to: Kopis Facility. _

_ Location: Milky Way / Hades Nexus / Hoplos System / Makhaira / Kopis._

It was done, the capsule was on its way. Nikias had completed he task, he had saved Alexandria. He left the console to watch as the capsule departed with his friend inside.

Unfortunately, the entangler was locked to only allow the capsule passage; Nikias could not go body felt cold and weighed down, as if his stomach had been filled a heavy block of ice.

"Goodbye, my friend, and good luck."

Nikias could see the capsule turn into individual lines of code and beam off the planet across the digital realm. Now alone on the crumbling planet, Nikias closed off his awareness and awaited his fate.

A/N: It is revealed that the Ur-Didact (Shadow-of-Sundered-Star) has children, and that they were all killed fighting the Humans, but there is no other info about them. Caster-of-Blinding-Light is, the Ur-Didact's eldest son, is non-canon.


	3. The Shit That Happens

A/N: I debated added this timeline or not, since I originally had planned for the story to focus only on Alexandria, and she obviously doesn't know what has happened in the last 100,000 years, but I am adding the perspective of Titan Fireteam Dinomite, and I couldn't just have them pop out of nowhere. Small changes were made to the first two chapters that you probably wouldn't notice on a second read.

The Shit That Happens

**LOCATION: DARK SPACE/ISV _LAST HAVEN_**

**DATE (IMPERIUM CALENDER): 8-12-51621 AR (After Reunification)**

The stasis field dissipated and Boss, leader of Fireteam Dinomite, opened his eyes and stretched out his arms and legs. At first he didn't realize he was in a stasis pod; he didn't realize he'd been asleep a millennium; and it certainly didn't cross his mind that his civilization had just been burnt to the ground, and that he was one of the last seven billion humans left. Humans had abandoned the archaic cryogenic freezing technique long ago, and Boss awoke in a soft warm bed, feeling well rested rather than feeling sick like he had just been defrosted. He was so comfortable in his little pod wearing just his standard issue black compression shorts that for a brief moment, he thought he was just about to wake up to another average day in the Imperium. Then, as he looked up and saw the bottoms of stasis pods, it hit him. He sat up in his bed and darted his eyes all around, hoping to find himself back in his room, but all he saw was pods, pods, and more pods.

The stasis fields all began dissipating and he could see other humans also wearing just their standard issue compression undergarments waking up in various emotional states. Some cried, others vomited, and some just stared. They all must have been coming to the same realization as he had. The war was over. Humanity had lost, and they were chosen to live on while everyone else was sacrificed.

Boss suddenly felt short of breath. The other members of Dinomite: Fixer, Sev, and Scorch, all sat up in the pods next to his and exchanged glances of varied expressions.

Felicia, code named Fixer, a green eyed, olive skinned woman with her dark brown hair in a ponytail, remained stoic and seemingly unmoved by emotion. The cybernetic facial tattoos of her culture burned a evil red glow. The first streaked down the right side of her face like an open slice wound, and the second surrounded the outside of her left eye like a twisted hook. She possessed a sinister look, for an equally sinister woman, and she showed nothing but anger hatred on her face, not despair.

Samir, code named Sev, a red eyed, light skinned man with short, wavy brown hair kept his head low and his eyes clamped shut, attempting to shut out his emotions. He succeeded in his attempts and opened his eyes to face Benjiro, hoping to find some form solace in his leader, but the orange eyed, light skinned man with a goatee and short black hair that pointed up slightly in the front was just as distraught as he was.

Samson, code named Scorch, a yellow eyed, dark skinned bald man with a black goatee vented his frustrations through a particularly excessive usage of curse words, and he elicited many death stares from other humans who chose to mourn in a more quiet fashion.

Knowing you were going to lose everything and actually losing everything elicited two different emotional responses from humans. When they were losing, humans would still continue to fight, even when there was no hope for victory. They fought because it was all they had left. Now, they had nothing left, nothing left to fight for. Their people were gone, their friends were dead, and their homes were destroyed. All they had left was the realization of defeat, and that realization hit them hard.

"Oh god."

Boss fell back into his bed and opened his journal that he didn't write in regularly; only when there was something he really felt was worth writing.

51,621 AR

FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK... (crying) We lost. (crying)... Close the damn journal.

51,621 AR

Can't. I just can't. I'm just walking around like zombies, just dragging their feet to the next task. No one talks. No one can talk. Just work. My duties are all I have left. I just wanna kill those bastards. I wanna make them pay, pay for what they did to us. I want to fucking kill them! I just, I just... wanna wrap my hands around one of their fucking throats and choke the life out of them! I wanna kill them! I WANNA KILL THEM ALL, THOSE BASTARDS! ALL OF THEM DEAD! I WANNA BURN EVERY LAST WORLD, SO THEY CAN FEEL THE WAY I FEEL! THEY NEED TO FEEL THE WAY WE FEEL! THE NEED TO KNOW WHAT IT'S LIKE! WHAT THEY'VE DONE!... (crying) I just, I just. (crying)

51,621 AR

The Forerunners set up primitive humans on installations like animals in a zoo and implanted them with those gea mind fuck programs. Makes me sick.

51,621 AR

The San 'Shyuum have been quarantined to their home system, never to leave. That's the least they deserve. I can't believe they surrendered. If I could, I'd kill them myself.

51,622 AR

Things are getting better. I still don't see any smiles or hear laughter, but at least people are talking again.

58,978 AR

The Forerunners just started demilitarizing themselves! They're reducing the Warrior-Servant rate and replacing it with these superweapons called Halos. I still haven't heard anything about what these Halo things do, but if they can make a entire military obsolete, they must be pretty fucked up.

60,372 AR

**Interstellar War Update:**

Holy shit! The Flood are back! Please slit noses, don't fuck this up.

60,398 AR

**Interstellar War Update:**

The Food seem a lot more ferocious than we fought them. Guess they hate Forerunners too. A part of me wishes we had the power to intervene, but we're still too few right now. All we can do right now is hope for the best. Another part of me is happy to sit back and watch the Forerunners burn, but I know that could come back to bite us in the ass.

60,421 AR

**Interstellar War Update:**

The Forerunners are losing to the Flood... big fucking time.

60,599 AR

**Interstellar War Update:**

Holy shit! The Flood started using Precursor constructs to like, fuck up space and shit! The Forerunners can't even travel around in slipspace anymore! They even destroyed the Greater Ark!... I just wish there was something I could do.

60,624 AR

**Interstellar War Update:**

I don't believe it. The Forerunners fired the Halo Array.

60,624 AR

I'm angry. I know they didn't have any other choice, and we couldn't have made a difference at all, but still, they killed everyone. Everyone if the fucking galaxy! Gone! Just gone! Things have never looked so bleak.

60,624 AR

Did I mention the stupid Halo Array destroyed the legacy of the Precursors? It literally shattered everything they ever built, everything they left behind for us, their children. Bastards!

60,625 AR

The Forerunners are reseeding the galaxy and placing caches of their tech all over the place. Rumor has it they're actually preparing to leave. Leave like, go live in some other galaxy. Fucked up, huh? There's a big debate going on right now about whether we should just leave the Forerunners alone, or go and finish them off. A lot of angry people want payback for what they did to us, me included. It's just that, these aren't the same Forerunners we fought. A lot of the Warrior-Servants are gone, replaced with "Builder Security." Now it's mostly just all those Builders and Lifeworkers now. So, Forerunner or not, we'd basically just be butchering civilians.

60,625 AR

It's been decided. We're just gonna keep an eye on the Forerunners. It they go starting shit, we'll put 'em down, but for now, their safe. At least, their safe from us. I didn't hear anything about going to help them if they ever get into trouble. I don't wanna commit genocide against them, but I don't think I could bear the thought of ever coming to their aid either. I think it'd be funny to just go pay them a visit. Show up with a big ass invasion fleet and be like, "Hey assholes, remember us?" I bet they'd shit their pants.

60,626 AR (100,000 BCE)

The Forerunners left the Milky Way. They're calling it the _Great Journey_. They were smart. They didn't use those special crystals that make them travel through slipspace so fast, the crystals that always allowed us to track them.

60,629 AR

Happy New Year's and all that shit! Not much to talk about for a while now. We've started expanding, building our own little mini galaxy (some people are actually calling it the Mini Way), and setting up monitoring devices all over the Milky Way.

92,634 AR (68,000 BCE)

Almost forgot I had this thing. It's more of a coping mechanism than an actual journal. I don't really talk a whole lot. Anyway, the Milky Way is firing back up. The Protheans became a space faring race and discovered some space station their calling the Citadel. There's also a bunch of these relay things all over the place now. Don't know where they came from, but they make awesome sling shots, and the Protheans are using them to travel across the galaxy at insane speeds.

93,214 AR (67,420 BCE)

All of our investigations into the origins of these relays have turned up nothing. The Protheans don't know either. Makes me wonder. Their not Forerunner or Precursor, and they just popped up over night. We're staying hidden for now, finally starting to get back on our feet. Things are going pretty well.

94,322 AR (66,312 BCE)

I've got good news and bad news. Bad news is, we haven't found a way to remove the geas from those primitive humans on Erda, yet. Good news is, there's no chance of the corruption spreading to us if some perv decides to screw one of them. Our scientists also managed to disable the remote control feature of the geas. Now they'll only suffer from stunted development, but not direct slavery.

98,845 AR (61,789 BCE)

So this is weird. We found another Erda, with another human civilization. Didn't see that one coming. They have geas too, but not they same ones the other humans got. Their geas don't allow them to be remote controlled, but still stunt their growth as a species. Our guys are still trying to find a way to get rid of the geas all together.

98,978 AR (61,656 BCE)

Despite all the shit that's going on in the galaxy, I'm actually starting to feel a lot better. Physically, you know.

99,108 AR (61,526 BCE)

Those Halo superweapons are still just sitting around the galaxy, waiting for some asshole to come along and fire one up. We blew one of them up, and a new one appeared in its place a while later from the Ark. We've got rapid response drone fleets waiting in deep space not far from each of the rings, ready to move in with deadly force against anyone who discovers them. Some thought we should set up outposts on the rings, but so far we've just sent the drones.

111,234 AR (49,400 BCE)

These new Protheans are dicks. They're becoming more and more like the Forerunners; enslaving races they can control, and destroying those they can't. They're like fucking hypocrites. Their minds naturally rejected geas, so the Forerunners were going to exterminate, but we saved them. Now, they're doing exactly what the Forerunners tried to do to them. I understand these aren't the same Protheans, but still, come on.

111,927 AR (48,707 BCE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

We've begun mobilizing for war with the Protheans. It's our duty as the true holders of the Mantle, placed upon us by our creators. The Protheans are in the middle of a war with these Zha'til guys right now, the Metacon War they're calling it. It's the perfect time to take action against them. I just hope we don't turn into another version of the Forerunners. It's like that one guy said, "If you gaze long enough into an abyss, the abyss will gaze back into you."

112,828 AR (48,000 BCE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

So, we were just about to take down the Prothean Empire, when these cuttlefish robots show up out of nowhere and start tearing shit up. About 50,000 years ago, before we encountered the Forerunners, our civilization underwent a series of technological dark ages. We became scattered across many worlds, cut off from one another. We even lost the location of Erda. Most of the records about what happened back then have been lost, but from what little we have found, we discovered that we fought a war with a synthetic race we called the Preservers. We won, but at great cost. The legends say they tried to exterminate us (get in line), so we fought, we sacrificed, and we exterminated them. Now we think one of the original Preservers survived and built another army of smaller, less powerful Preservers. Of course, we have no proof that's actually what happened, but it makes sense since there's only one Preserver left that matches the descriptions in the legends (the big one with the yellow eyes and bad ass guns).

112,929 AR (47,899 BCE)

There's been a lot of debate going on. Everyone agrees we should stop the Preservers. Only problem is, we can't. At first, when we saw their reduced capabilities during their attack on the Prothean's Citadel, we thought we could take them. But then, more and more and more of them just kept showing up. Then, more of the original Preservers showed up. We're guessing the weaker ones come in to harvest, then the tougher ones that we fought come in later to finish the job. We have no choice. They don't know we're here, and for now, we have to keep it that way.

113,003 AR (47,822 BCE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

The Protheans lost. The Preservers removed all the evidence of their existence and disappeared through the Citadel, which apparently is another relay. Some people wanted to send recon probes through the relay to see where the Preservers went, but we decided to just send a third of our nuclear stockpile through instead. We never heard from those nukes again. We're continuing to build up our forces. If the Preservers come back, we'll be ready... hopefully.

157,825 AR (3000 BCE)

My god. I don't believe this. Our former allies, the San 'Shyuum (you know the ones who abandoned us because there was no chance of victory), have begun worshiping the Forerunners because of all the Forerunner tech left behind in their home system from the Ecumene occupation. Of course these aren't the same San 'Shyuum that fought the Forerunners with us, but it's still an insult to their ancestors. I say we forgive them for surrendering and go make contact with them to reconcile our alliance. They are fucking technological geniuses after all.

158,625 AR (2200 BCE)

The San 'Shyuum have started a massive religious war (big surprise... religion). The Stoics think they should leave the Forerunner Keyship alone, while the Reformists want to study it. We have decided that if the conflict threatens their existence, we will secretly support the Reformists. The San 'Shyuum Civil War has begun.

158,725 AR (2100 BCE)

The San 'Shyuum Civil War ended when the Reformists gained control of the Keyship and blasted the Stoics capital with its main gun. The shot blew a huge chunk out of Janjur Qom which the Reformists turned into a giant mobile space station. They're calling the station High Charity.

159,887 AR (938 BCE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

The San 'Syuum made contact with the Sangheili. At first it was peaceful, but the Sangheili hold the same beliefs as the Stoics, so it gradually turned to religious war.

159,949 AR (876 BCE)

The Sangheili-San 'Syuum War is over. The Sangheili surrendered. They had no choice, the San 'Shyuum's navy was too strong and their planets were being bombed into oblivion.

159,973 AR (852 BCE)

The San 'Shyuum and Sangheili signed the Writ of Union, a treaty forming their new religious partnership they're calling the Covenant. Their gods, the Forerunners. The idiots think the _Great Journey_ refers to the firing of the Halo Array, and they're planning on a reenactment. If they ever do find the halos, which they will eventually, they will never set foot on them.

160,041 AR (784 BCE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

The Covenant made contact with the Lekgolo on Te. The Lekgolo were eating Forerunner artifacts, and the Covenant declared war to stop them. The Lekgolo won all ground engagements, but the Covenant had the navy, and orbital bombardment's one hell of a bitch. The Lekgolo have been subjugated and incorporated into the Covenant in what they're calling the Taming of the Hunters.

160,177 AR (648 BCE)

Janjur Qom was destroyed yesterday when its star collapsed. Shit happens.

160,245 AR (580 BCE)

The Milky Way is firing back up again. The Asari, a species of unknown origin, is following the same path as the Protheans. They've colonized the Citadel and are basing their technology on mass effect physics... Preserver technology. It seems this is some kind of trap the Preservers set up so they could avoid nearly being defeated like they were with us. Well, that's my guess anyway.

160,247 AR (582 BCE)

We did some digging. Turns out the Asari were a side project of the Forerunners. The slit noses took female humans and altered them so they could reproduce without males. This resulted in a non-violent human spin off. Bastards.

160,325 AR (500 BCE – 1 CE)

The Asari and Salarians have set up a galactic government. They're calling it the Citadel Council. They've made contact with the Volus, Batarians, Hanar, and Quarians and gave them all partial membership. They're kind of douche bags to the non-council races, but at least they're not slavers and exterminators. I still don't think their form of government is fair, but until they cross the line by condoning actions that the Forerunners and Protheans took, we can't in good conscious go and force them to change. We will not become the Forerunners. Their ways are their ways, and we can't just trample over them because we don't like them. If we did, there would be anarchy.

160,436 AR (389 BCE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

The Turian Unification Wars have begun. It's complicated.

161,524 AR (1 CE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

Salarians explorers made contact with the Rachni and were attacked, which is strange, because rachni are non-violent. The Rachni Wars have begun.

161,605 AR (80 CE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

Since there were no space faring warrior races in Council Space, the Salarians decided to uplift the Krogan, an incredibly violent species that the Forerunners had a very difficult time controlling. The Krogan have been travelling deep into the toxic Rachni worlds and systematically eradicating the species. We have ensured that the Rachni will survive.

161,822 AR (300 CE)

As thanks for saving their asses from the Rachni, the Council granted the Krogan a new homeworld. Their growing population is of serious concern.

162,322 (700 CE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

The Krogan annexed Lusia a while back and refused to leave. Things are heating up again. The Krogan Rebellions have begun.

162,373 (751 CE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

The Turians have entered the Krogan Rebellions and are drawing support from the Volus, their new client race. We have secretly been performing drone attacks on Krogan forces to try and give the Turians a hand.

162,418 AR (796 CE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

The Turians have been pushed back to their home system. They're making their last stand against the Krogan. We've stepped up our drone attacks, destroying entire fleets and cutting off reinforcements. The Salarians are developing a bio-weapon called the genophage. We've been looking over the specifications of the weapon. It will end the war, but it might end the Krogan as well.

162,420 AR (710 CE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

The genophage has been deployed. With our help, the Krogan are being pushed back.

162,422 AR (800 CE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

The Krogan Rebellions are over. The Krogan have been quarantined to Tuchanka, and the exploding population suppressed to a more "normal" level. Unfortunately, the genophage doesn't lower the birth-rate, it raises the infant mortality-rate. That gives it a bad taste. I hear our scientists are working on something to fix this problem.

162,526 AR (900 CE)

The Citadel Council granted the Turians full membership into their little club.

162,738 AR (1112 CE)

The Yanme'e were incorporated into the Covenant as a slave race. We're not liking how this "Covenant" is handling things.

162,846 AR (1234 CE)

We set up an outpost on Installation 01, or Beta Halo, the closest installation to the Mini Way. The small expeditionary force was attacked by Sentinels shortly after touching down. At first, it was just a few, a patrol maybe. Over time, more and more kept showing up and the small force was overrun by an army of the little bastards. We are mobilizing to invade Installation 01.

162,847 AR (1235 CE)

We invaded Installation 01, destroyed all Sentinels and Sentinel manufacturing facilities, and captured the monitor of the installation. It turns out the Halos also serve as research facilities to study the Flood. We have resumed their studies and set up more fail safes for the event of an outbreak.

162,968 AR (1342 CE)

The Covenant discovered the Kig-yar and absorbed them. The Kig-yar resisted at first, but quickly went along.

163,084 AR (1400 CE)

Rakhana, the Drell homeworld, is taking an environmental beating. The Hanar are close to Rakhana, so we've been leading the jellyfish there by letting them chase a signal.

162,579 AR (1895 CE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

The Quarians are some mean bastards. First, they created a species for forced labor, the Geth. Then, when the Geth became intelligent and started asking questions about their existence, the Quarians started shooting them on sight! The Geth are fighting back. I wish them luck, they didn't deserve this.

162,581 AR (1898 CE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

Payback's a bitch. The Quarians got their asses handed to them by the Geth. Their just wandering around on their ships now since no one will help them, and they can't colonize worlds because of their shitty immune systems. They'll find a way to survive though. I mean, we've been through worse and we're still here. I wish them luck.

162,605 AR (1921 CE)

The Geth are building this big thing that we don't know what's for. All we know is they're not expanding their territory, which makes them vulnerable to siege.

162,642 AR (1961 CE)

Those two new Human civilizations are now officially space faring.

162,701 AR (2000 CE)

The Hanar finally tracked our signal to Rakhana and are evacuating the Drell.

162,770 AR (2069 CE)

Those Humans of unknown origin have begun colonizing their Sol system. They're on their way.

162,776 AR (2075 CE)

The Mystery-Humans (that's what I'm calling them) have made their first expedition out of their Sol system. Getting shit done.

Meanwhile, the Forerunner-Humans have formed an international government. They're calling it the UEG (United Earth Government). It doesn't have a whole lot of influence right now, but it's a start.

162,781 AR (2080 CE)

The UEG Humans have begun colonizing their Sol system now too.

162,826 AR (2125 CE)

The Citadel Council sent ambassadors to Parnack, the Yahg homeworld. They made the mistake of not studying Yahg culture from a distance and abiding by their customs. They insulted the yahg they met with and were subsequently killed. Parnack has been declared off-limits by the Council.

162,838 AR (2137 CE)

The Mystery-Humans extracted helium-3 from their Saturn.

162,840 AR (2142 CE)

The Covenant discovered the Unggoy on their homeworld, Balaho. The Unggoy surrendered without incident and were incorporated into the Covenant.

162,841 AR (2143 CE)

The Mystery-Humans are building a space station beyond the orbit of Pluto. Their calling it Gagarin Station.

162,846 AR (2148 CE)

The Mystery-Humans developed FTL travel using mass effect physics.

162,847 AR (2149 CE)

The Mystery-Humans discovered the "mass relay" in their Sol system. They activated it and used it to travel to Arcturus. They have also formed a new international alliance to become their "military and exploratory spearhead." They're calling it the Systems Alliance.

162,879 AR (2151 CE)

The Systems Alliance has begun militarization. They're also building a battle station (space station armed for combat) in Arcturus.

162,880 AR (2152 CE)

The Systems Alliance has begun establishing extra-solar colonies. They're spreading out, building fleets and raising armies.

162,885 AR (2157 CE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

The Systems Alliance made hard contact with the Turian Hierarchy, shit. After the Rachni Wars, the Council outlawed the activation of any mass relay without first knowing its destination. Trouble is, it's kinda hard to find out where a relay goes if you can't even go through it. Anyway, some turians fired on civilian ships that the Alliance had contracted to chart new territory because they were attempting to activate a dormant relay. In the criminal justice system, ignorance of the law is not an excuse for breaking the law, but most species will make an exception during first contact scenarios, the Turians not included. They allowed one ship to escape and tracked it to Shanxi. The planet is now under siege.

162,885 AR (2157 CE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

The Alliance launched their counter-attack against the turians occupying Shanxi. The Alliance forces compensated for their shitty guns with superior numbers, and by exploiting the fact that it's hard for birds to compete with apes in guerrilla warfare. Most of the turians were killed, but a hundred or so were subdued and secretly transferred off world.

162,885 AR (2157 CE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

The Hierarchy is mobilizing for full-scale war against the Alliance. We may need to step in. The Alliance only has 200 warships that have never even been shot at, while the Hierarchy has a battle hardened armada standing 3000 strong. Drone fleets are in place and awaiting orders to support the Alliance.

162,885 AR (2157 CE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

The Citadel Council noticed the Hierarchy was mobilizing for war and demanded to know why. Needless to say, the Asari are sending diplomats to try and defuse the situation. Good thing too, for the Turians. The Alliance wouldn't have been able to fight the Hierarchy. The birds would've had to deal with us.

162,888 AR (2160 CE)

The Systems Alliance formed an international parliamentary government.

162,891 AR (2163 CE)

The Forerunner-Humans established the UNSC (United Nations Space Command) to eliminate rebel organizations in their Sol system.

162,893 AR (2165 CE)

The Alliance Humans have been granted an embassy on the Citadel. Their expansions into the Skyllian Verge are also causing tensions with the Batarians.

162,898 AR (2170 CE)

Batarian slavers attacked the colony of Mindoir. The Alliance responded by passing laws requiring stronger defenses for their colonies, much to the Hierarchy's dismay.

162,899 AR (2171 CE)

The Batarians closed their embassy on the Citadel in response to the Council not stopping human expansion into the Skyllian Verge. This could get ugly.

162,900 AR (2172 CE)

The Systems Alliance created its first sapient AI, Eliza. The Alliance plans to integrate AIs into their forces once they are capable of defending themselves against Hierarchy aggression. In other words, not anytime soon.

162,902 AR (2172 CE)

My team has been assigned as first responders to any extinction level threat posed to the Systems Alliance Humans, and we've been briefed on everything there is to know about their civilization.

162,904 AR (2176 CE)

The Batarian Hegemony funded pirates and criminals to attack the human colony of Elysium. The attack was repulsed by Alliance forces.

162,904 AR (2176 CE)

A civil war broke out on Anhur over the practice of slavery. The Na'hesit don't want to give up their slaves, while almost everybody else does. Unfortunately, the Na'hesit are the stronger faction with support from the Hegemony and various corporations that rely on slavery. The Anhur Defense Force is on its own for now. The Alliance is busy preparing to raid Torfan, the moon that was used as a staging area for what they're now calling the Skillian Blitz.

162,905 AR (2177 CE)

The Anhur Rebellions have spread throughout the Amun system and the Anhur Defense Force has hired the Eclipse to help them fight the Na'hesit.

162,906 AR (2178 CE)

The Alliance launched their raid on Torfan. They took heavy losses, but the enemy was eliminated. The Alliance jumped through some hoops to ensure they captured a decent number of prisoners, part of the reason they endured heavy casualties. On their way to Torfan, the Alliance forces stopped by in the Amun system and bombed Na'hesit installations on Bast, Neith, Sekhmet, and Sobek. The Anhur Rebellions are coming to a close with the abolitionists on top.

162,906 AR (2178 CE)

The Alliance has initiated the "Theshaca Raids" using information from prisoners captured on Torfan.

162,913 AR (2183 CE)

**Interstellar War Update:**

The Preservers have made another appearance. One of them attacked the human colony of Eden Prime along side the Heretics, a splinter faction of geth. The Eden Prime War has begun.

162,913 AR (2183 CE)

My team has been assigned to retrieve the Preserver's memory banks at all costs the next time it shows up. We're stuck on some stealth frigate now, just floating around the Attican Traverse, waiting for the damn thing to make an appearance. The legends say the Preservers always knew how to hide. Bastards.

A/N: In canon, Arcturus Station is a regular space station, not a battle station.

As with the official timelines, some of the BCE/CE dates are approximations.

In canon, there is no mention of the Alliance taking part in the Anhur Rebellions.

Inspirations for Fireteam Dinomite:

Boss (Benjiro): Anthony B. Wong

Fixer (Felicia): Michelle Rodriguez

Sev (Samir): Andy Samberg

Scorch (Samson): Samuel L. Jackson

CC (Kathalle): Zooey Deschanel

Kathalle did not make an appearance in this chapter.


	4. Piece of Mind

Piece of Mind

A/N: This story is rated M for a reason. You can expect offensive content from Fireteam Dinomite. They WILL NOT be the focus of this story, but they are the focus of this chapter.

**LOCATION: MILKY WAY/ATTICAN TRAVERSE/EMPTY SPACE/****ISV**_** DEADLY SILENCE**_

**DATE: 162,913 AR**

** 2183 CE**

Darrien, the _Deadly Silence_'s servitor, boomed over the roaring crowd, acting as a referee for the match.

"Alright, listen up. These people came here for a show, so give 'em a show. I want the dirtiest fight the Mini Way has ever seen. That means hair pullin' and eye gougin'. Ready?"

The two Titans just nodded.

"Begin!"

Samir and Samson both closed in and began circling each other, keeping an eye on each others waistline so as to see incoming attacks from both the arms and legs. Samir made the first move with a jab to Samson's face. Samson avoided the jab and faked a double-leg. When Samir moved to stuff Samson's takedown, Samson sprung up and took Samir's back. Samson thrusted his waist into Samir's back, breaking his center of balance and dragging him backwards to a seated position. With his spinal alignment broken, Samir struggled to defend himself as Samson began violently attacking his head. Samson pushed Samir's face to the right with a left arm cross face, exposing his throat. Samir brought his right fist up to the side of his neck to cover his carotid artery just as Samson's right arm crossed over his throat. Before Samson could attack his right wrist that was now trapped, Samir brought his left hand up and grabbed onto the back of Samson's head with his four fingers and placed his thumb over Samson's left eye. Samir pulled with his fingers and pushed with his thumb. Samson completely let go of the hold he had around Samir and brought both of his hands up to defend his eye, but Samir was faster. As soon as Samson released Samir's right hand, Samir brought it up and smacked his right palm into the back of his left thumb, gouging Samson's eye. Before Samson could shoot back up to put some distance between the two of them, Samir backwards somersaulted, putting Samson on his back with Samir leaning over his face. In a swift motion, Samir clamped down on Samson's throat with his right hand and brought his left index and middle finger to join his thumb inside Samson. He then ripped the eye right out of its socket and dropped down to north-south position. Samir showed no mercy as he began bringing knees into the top of Samson's head. Knee, after knee, Samir pounded away at Samson's head until his skull was split wide open... and the crowd cheered wild.

"And the match goes to the white motherfucker!"

Samson walked out of the reanimation after a fresh body was constructed and was greeted by a smug grin plastered all over Samir's face.

"Motherfucker get that shit off yo face."

"Motherfucker get that shit off yo _de-ick," _Samir said in a mocking tone with emphasis on the "dick" part while forming a circle with his hands and bumping them into his crotch, imitating doggystyle.

Samson fumed with his notorious anger,"Boy, I will shove a rocket launcher up yo ass just like I did to that one motherfucker who wouldn't tell us about the bomb! I SWEAR TO GOD I'LL TURN YOUR BITCH ASS INTO A MOTHERFUCKING ROCKET PROPELLED POPSICLE!"

Samir and Samson started faking each other out and the crowd egged them on until Kathalle, the digitized member of Fireteam Dinomite, appeared and intervened; ceasing the pair's banter, bringing them to attention, and dismissing the crew who were eagerly anticipating another fight.

Samir and Samson faced the blue eyed, light skinned female with long, wavy brown hair wearing a sleeveless red dress with white polka dots that cut off right above her knees.

"Play time's over boys, the Preserver just showed up."

Samir strained his voice as if they had been stuck on patrol duty for eons, "Oh thank balls, I feel like we've been waiting forever."

"Boy, shut yo ass. We been out here for a damn week."

"Yeah, and that's a whole week I've gone without getting laid_._"

Kathalle decided to burst Samir's bubble.

"You don't get laid that much."

"Oh yeah, and how would yoooou know?"

"Because of the implant in your wee wee that tells me whenever your gettin some." Kathalle thrusted her hips and dropped her voice when she said "gettin some."

"What!? There's no implant in my dick!"

"Yes there is. I put it in there while you were sleeping one night."

"Nu-uh."

"Uh-huh."

All of a sudden Samir felt a pinch in his tip that caused him to shoot both his hands shot down to cover his groin and bend over.

"Awww shiiiiit."

Samson seemed pleased by this bit of information.

"Oh ho ho ho, that's fucked up man."

Samir raised his head to see Kathalle mimicking his smug look from the end of the fight between him and Samson.

"You monster. Why?"

"Just in case."

"IN CASE OF WHAT!?"

"You never know. Maybe it'll come in handy someday."

"I CAN'T POSSIBLY IMAGINE ANY SITUATION IN WHICH-"

Samir paused, reconsidering his statement.

"-Okay, I take that back, I can think of some ways this could come in handy. But I need access to this damn thing!"

Samir, Samson, and Kathalle were all teleported to the hanger bay where they met Benjiro and Felicia as their armor assembled itself over their bodies, save for their helmets.

They all wore very, very, VERY heavy armor, preferring to be a hard hitting, tank like unit that plowed through enemies in firestorms of brute force. They were capable of sneaking around if need be, but none of them possessed any stealth technology. Standard-issue Titan armor came with a cloaking device installed, but all the members of Dinomite had theirs replaced with extra shield capacitors, furthering their ability to absorb damage. Each of their individual suits sported designs and lights that matched the colors of their respective eyes, with the base color being white.

Boss's armor displayed a thick orange stripe vertically across the center of his helmet. There were orange bands around both his wrists and above his left elbow. His entire upper right arm, and the right half of this upper chest were colored orange.

Fixer, whose technical expertise rivaled that of CC's, possessed a thin vertical stripe of green in the center of her helmet. Her upper right arm was completely green, with a stripe running along the outside of her right forearm. Her left arm sported a band just above the elbow, and a stripe along the forearm symmetrical to the one on the left. A thick stripe ran down her lower torso from underneath her breasts to her waistline, and symmetrical green ran down the inside of her legs.

Scorch, an explosives technician with a history of overkill, had yellow forelegs and stripes along the fronts of both his forearms. The insides of his thighs were yellow with a stripe extending around his leg just above the knee. His shoulder and the majority of his arms were black, and black also covered the jaw of his helmet.

Sev, the team's most skilled marksmen, possessed armor designs that one would have expected from Fixer. There were violent gashes of red claw marks across his arms and legs, with a giant gash on the center of his face.

Kathalle preferred to stay digital and inside the team's battlenet, rather than fight in the physical world She instead continued to talk to Samir.

"And what exactly do you have in mind Samir?"

"What else would I do with a little camera in my penis?"

Kathalle shook her head and sighed. "Maybe someday."

"You know, I could take it out; program the reanimation unit not to include it."

"Go ahead, try it."

Samir and Kathalle began a short, funny faces fight with no achievable victory in mind.

After the fight, Samir stepped over to Benjiro and the two of them spoke quietly, at first.

"Did you know Kathalle implanted me with some kind of dick monitor?"

"Yes."

"What!?"

"I authorized it."

"WHAT!? WHY!? You know that's not cool man."

"I authorized it because of your obsessive asari sexual fantasies."

"Obsessive? Come on now, don't tell me you haven't watched asari porn."

"We've all watched asari porn, but recently it has dominated your life. First, you started watching asari porn exclusively. Then, you downloaded programs that simulate sexual intercourse with an asari. You began playing these programs while participating in sexual intercourse with other humans. The last straw was when you began searching for asari brothels."

"Why can't I bang an asari chick?"

"Because their melding capabilities present a significant security risk."

"I can deal with that."

"I know you can, but at the moment, intimate contact with asari is against Imperium policy, and you got yourself put on a watch list."

Samir's head drooped and he let out a sigh.

"Can I at least-"

"No, you cannot use the implant as a camera."

Samir's head shot back up.

"Oh come on. It'd be so cool, a little vag-cam."

Benjiro was somewhat of a comedian himself, but, as usual, Samir was beginning to take things too far, and Benjiro was getting fed up with his blatant misconduct during an operation.

"ENOUGH! Need I remind you that you are on duty?"

Samir straightened up and prepared for deployment.

"Sir, no sir!"

"Good."

Benjiro stepped away from Samir and addressed the entire team, signaling the use of their code names.

"All ready?"

The three Titan Commandos all relayed acknowledgments across the team link to their leader while CC digitized and uploaded to their battlenet. A few minutes passed as they all stood in the hanger bay and went over the mission details with their helmets assembling over their heads. They visually distinguished themselves as a team with the same diagonal black slit across their faceplates.

Monitors in the Widow system alerted the Imperium the moment the Preserver showed up, and about half an hour later, the _Deadly Silence_ jumped to the scene with a reaction time rivaling a synthetic race. The preserver was attacking the Citadel alongside a Heretic fleet. The _Deadly Silence_ would enter the battle under cloak and take a few shots at the preserver, aiding the Citadel Fleet. After it was down, Dinomite would drop in with the massive industrial strength plasma cutter they had brought along and retrieve its memory core. They were to avoid detection at all costs, and were authorized to fire if need be. If everything went according to plan, the operation should be quick and easy. Get in, get out. Waiting patiently to be deployed, the team streamed the ship's sensory data through their helmets and watched the ensuing space battle.

The _Deadly Silence_ dropped out in the clear space around the Citadel under cloak, avoiding the thick, hazardous nebula that made the Widow system so dangerous to navigate. The preserver had locked itself inside the Citadel, and there was nothing undetectable they could do but watch the massive Citadel Fleet fight desperately. The battle was not going well at first, but an Alliance fleet came through the relay and attacked from another angle, catching the enemy in a crossfire. The Alliance lost several of their own ships to the advanced synthetic fleet, but they had been at war with the Heretics for the past few months and had some experience in fighting them. They managed to save the _Destiny Ascension_,and eliminate the enemy.

Intercepted communications revealed that Commander Shepard was opening the station's arms, allowing the joint Alliance-Citadel fleet to move in and attack the preserver with the _Deadly Silence_ tagging along silently. Dinomite continued to watch the battle, eagerly awaiting their time to jump into the fire. The team could see the _Deadly Silence_ fire a shot with its ion cannon and disable the preserver's shields, allowing the joint fleet to really do some damage to the beast. The _Deadly Silence_ began picking up lots of chatter from the fleet once they realized the preserver's shields were down. They saw victory was close at hand, and opened up on the monster with everything they had, suddenly empowered with new-found confidence. The _Deadly Silence_ shot the preserver once more with its ion cannon, and the ship came down. The Alliance assault ships that had hung back from the space battle began moving in and deploying marines to the Citadel to clear out the heretic ground forces. Citadel Security Services, or C-Sec, had been devastated by the superior enemy, and were in desperate need of reinforcements who had fought heretics before.

Darrien spoke into the team's channel.

"Get ready Titans. It's time."

"Darrien?"

"CC?"

"Next time, if you're going to say, it's time, you should say, it's time to shine."

"Oh, um. Okay. Get ready Titans. It's time to shine."

"I feel so much better now," Fixer said sarcastically, but without any sarcastic tone.

CC actually sounded genuinely pleased.

"Me too!"

Fixer rolled her eyes while the rest of the team cracked a few smiles. Sev put his arm around Fixer and teased her with his sleaziest voice.

"Cheer up baby. We're gonna shine tonight?"

Fixer tried to hold it in, and she may have succeeded had CC not tickled her brain just the slightest bit. A smile spread across Fixer's face as she lowered her head and looked away from the team. Sev seemed very pleased with this, as if he had achieved his greatest goal.

"She smiles! I have done it!"

Sev jumped up onto a few nearby crates with his left leg on a higher crate than his right. He forged a hard light sword in his right hand and raised it high over his head.

"Let it be known across the land! I have tamed the beast! The people no longer need live in fear!"

Fixer looked to Boss for the go ahead. Boss nodded his head and Fixer sent a bolt of lightning at Sev, striking him in the chest and tossing him across the room. She had to concentrate very hard to produce the lightning attack since neither she, nor any of her teammates ever payed much mind to psychokinesis. They preferred to blow shit up with lots of firepower.

"The beast lives... Bitch."

Fixer addressed the now disembodied CC, "Did you get that?"

"Yeeeeup. Sending to Command for approval of video distribution."

Sev sat up dazed and confused from the vicious surge of electricity.

"I DIDN'T TOUCH HER! I SWEAR!"

The rest of the team and the crew members in the hanger bay all stared at Sev in silence before Scorch decided to ask what they were all thinking.

"Didn't touch who?"

Sev snapped back to attention.

"What? No. Nothing."

The team eyed Sev suspiciously until Darrien's voice came over their comms.

"We're right above the memory core. Opening the hanger doors."

"Got it. We're going in."

Boss began barking orders to his team through their neural link.

"_Fixer, CC, I want that cutter fired up BEFORE we hit the ground. Sev, on your feet. You, me, and Scorch are gonna cover the tech girls while they extract the memory core."_

The team all grabbed onto the mobile cutter and charged out of the hanger into free fall 100 meters over the dropsite. Sev looked back up over his shoulder and saw nothing. The _Deadly Silence_'s cloak was still active.

"_Cutter online, sir."_

"_Got it. Touching down in 5.. 4.. 3.. 1.."_

The team landed softly onto the preserver's surface thanks to inertial dampening field emitted around them by the _Deadly Silence_.

"_Start cutting."_

"_On it. Cutting now."_

Fixer and CC immediately set the hulking machine in motion over the preserver's body, burning deep into its chassis. The joint fleet was not happy with the ship tearing up their home, and they mercilessly blew it to pieces; scattering its remains across the Presidium and just barely leaving the relatively small portion containing the memory core intact; a chunk about 8 meters tall, 6 meters wide, and 10 meters long.

"_It's going. We'll be alerted when it's done."_

"_All right, let's form a perimeter."_

"_Yes sir."_

The four physical beings jumped down from atop the remains with their weapons assembled and moved to positions designated by Boss. The chunk had fallen in the middle of what was once a open field, now scorched mostly black with flaming debris littered all around. There was also half of one burning tree. The Presidium was designed to be like a giant park in the center of the ring, with the buildings built into the curving sides, blending with the surroundings.

The team was dangerously exposed, with countless doorways on each side through which hostiles could start pouring out of, and bridges and balconies where they could be lit up from elevated positions. Boss didn't want to stray too far from the cutter, but he didn't want to be on top of a pedestal either. They cooled a smoldering crater with the snap freeze functions of their omni-tools, devices which had been carried over into this new galactic civilization through means which Dinomite didn't care about. They also moved some debris around and dug it into the ground to make a foxhole. They deployed disposable one-way shields over the debris they dug in to add more protection. The shields allowed weapons fire to pass unaffected through the back, but not through the front.

"_Remember people, the geth are all linked. That means, when one geth sees us, they all see us. So lets be sure to make a good first impression."_

"_Oh, I'll make a good impression alright. Motherfuckers."_

The team waited three minutes for the cutter to finish its job. So far they had only seen two keepers who seemed oblivious to their existence, and one screaming volus. It was not long before CC's bubbly voice could be heard in their heads.

"_All done. The ship is sucking up the memory core now. Let's go, ladies!"_

Sev and Scorch were not happy about leaving before shooting someone.

"_Go? We ain't even killed any motherfuckers yet."_

"_Black Sam is right. We can't go yet. Not without killing somebody."_

"_Bitch!"_

Unlike his two loose cannons, Boss was actually glad to have everything go according to plan for once. No combat drop had ever gone this perfectly for them before.

"_Get your asses moving! You want something to kill!? You can kill each other back on the ship! NOW MOVE!"_

There was no further discussion. The team jumped up onto the chunk of the preserver's corpse and into the gravity lift. The ship was still cloaked, and all the team could see was a giant bright light in the sky lifting them up. Sev couldn't help but wonder what the _Deadly Silence_ actually looked like from the outside. None of them had ever seen it, and they never would because they weren't supposed to.

Before they knew it, they were through the light and back in their room aboard the ship, signaling the use of their casual names. As usual, Kathalle decorated whatever living space the team was currently occupying, if she was permitted to that is, and being a Titan, she usually wasn't questioned.

Across the back wall, opposite the door, were five beds all side-by-side with deployable shields and mounted guns underneath, ready to vaporize any unwelcome guest. The two on the left were Samir's and Samson's, with red and orange bedspreads. The two on the right were Benjiro's and Felicia's, with orange and green bedspreads. The one in the middle was Kathalle's, and was in no way plain and simple.

The image on Kathalle's bed sheet was that of a grassy field with various colored flowers across the surface. Her pillow was shining yellow sun, and her comforter a bright blue sky with several fluffy clouds. Hers was also the only bed with a headboard, which was made of black marble dotted with silver specks that looked like a starry night.

Samson commented on Kathalle's bed every time he saw it.

"That is the stupidest fucking thing I have ever seen."

Kathalle didn't care what Samson thought about her bed, but Samir still tried to defend it.

"Oh come on. It's so fun, and pretty, and stuff."

Samson turned to Samir.

"I take that back. I have some something stupider."

"Damn right."

Everyone besides Samir chuckled a bit.

"What's so funny?"

"Nothing."

Felicia lay down on her bed as her armor left her body like liquid flowing down a surface, folding itself up next to her bed and leaving her in her just her bodysuit. Several probes rose from somewhere behind the bed and attached themselves to different areas on her head. She closed her eyes and entered a subconscious training program.

Benjiro sat down at a desk in the corner of the room with his armor also removed and sliding over to his bed. He touched the surface of the desk and began controlling the computer in it with his mind. He opened hacked surveillance feeds on the Citadel through a holographic screen that appeared over the desk and watched the still ongoing battle.

Kathalle graciously fell back onto her bed after sending the mission report while Samir and Samson stared each other down for a few seconds with their helmets retracted before something made Kathalle jump back up with joy.

"Guys, I have wonderful news!"

Samir and Samson turned their death stares to Kathalle; Benjiro closed the feeds and turned around in his chair; and Felicia opened her eyes and tilted her head to the side to see what was so wonderful.

"We've just been reassigned... to pirate hunting!"

Everyone's eyes widened at this revelation. It seemed their society had finally grown back to the point where pirates were an issue worthy of a Titan's attention. The two Sams were the most enthusiastic about this truly wonderful news, as evidenced by their high five and loud cheers.

"FUCK YEAH!"

"FUCK YEAH!"

"WE'RE GOING HUNTING, BITCH!"

"WE GONNA BLAST US SOME MOTHERFUCKING PIRATE FOOLS! FUCK YEAH!"

"That video was also approved."

Samir turned to Kathalle.

"What video?"

"You'll see."

They all sat down on Kathalle's bed and watched the screen she projected in front of the door.

"Command removed some things from the background, and I added some fluff as well. Enjoy, _The Beast_."

The video started with Samir making Felicia laugh. He jumped up on the crates and began his rants. When Felicia sent the bolt, Kathalle added a slow motion roar. When the video sped back up, and the bolt struck Samir, Kathalle made the video playback nine times from different angles. After the ninth playback, the video switched to split second shot six Imperium mobile battle stations destroying a forerunner shield world with their superlasers. The video then switched to Samir being struck two more times, with a third in slow motion before one last time with the video continuing to Samir falling and Felicia's final line. The screen appeared to explode, then cut to black with dubstep music playing in the background and the credits rolling.

_This has been another Dinomite Production, brought to you by Kitty Kathalle._

"Aaaaand uploaded to my blog. So. Whatcha think?

Samir couldn't lie, he loved Kathalle's videos, even though most of them in which Samir was included revolved around his humiliation.

"It was awesome."

"Thanks."

The four friends shared a few smiles, laughs, hugs, and friendly pushes. They reminisced over some of Kathalle's past videos; played a few games; ate some exotic snacks; had a dance contest; and watched a movie together. At one point, Samson stabbed Samir in the leg, which turned into another video. After several hours of just having fun they entered a training program together and practiced killing virtual pirates. It was a great ending, to a shitty mission.

A/N: A horribly excessive, but extremely important author's note.

I fear there is a misconception among the Halo fanbase that the conflict between the humans and forerunners (and for a time the san 'shyuum) described in Halo 4 and the Forerunner Saga is "THE Human-Forerunner War," as in one war. It's actually the "last of the human-forerunner wars." The Humans and Forerunners fought many major conflicts that may also be referred to collectively as the Human-Forerunner War. I'm assuming they may be referred to collectively because any periods of relative peace may have been too small to even acknowledge, or maybe it's something like the War in Afghanistan. Think of the First and Second Human-Forerunner Wars referenced in this story like the real world First and Second World Wars. They are not the only wars that have been fought, but they are the two most notorious, with WWII being the deadliest conflict in human history. When new canonical information regarding human-forerunner conflicts is released (something I'm hoping for), I will incorporate it.

More information will be revealed later on regarding true psychokinetic abilities versus psychokinetic imitation technologies, such as constraint fields.

* * *

>One last thing. I must apologize for incorrectly assuming readers would understand that the statements regarding the origins of the melee weapons utilized by Alexandria and the Promethean were stated from a third-person perspective. They were not Alexandria's direct thoughts. Horses are native to Erda (Earth), the location of which was lost during a dark age. It is unconfirmed whether or not horses even existed back then, and even if they did, I doubt the Humans would have had public knowledge of the origins of the scimitar, since such a great deal of historical knowledge was lost.<p><p>

A few other important things. Due to reasons that will be explained later on (you can probably guess with a little critical thinking), the UNSC and Alliance run on the same date. What I mean is, when it's 2185 on the Alliance calender, it's also 2185 on the UNSC calender. With that being said, the UNSC does not begin establishing extrasolar colonies until 2310. Needless to say, the UNSC humans does not make a significant impact on the greater galaxy during the events of the _Mass Effect Trilogy_. They will be mentioned only.

In canon, the Alliance Navy is not mentioned to have assault ships (warships meant specifically to deploy and assist ground forces). This may just be because the stories of the Mass Effect Universe focus on individual characters and their experiences, rather than big events in the universe as a whole (big topics are left to the codex, which most people apparently don't read, as evidenced by all the false information about mass effect technology in many fanfics); not because the Alliance Navy actually doesn't have assault ships. Or maybe their carriers play the role of carriers and assault ships, I don't know.

I made a few errors regarding the weapons the civilians were said to wield in Chapter 2. I called them phased energy weapons, when I should have said phased plasma. Phased plasma weapons are wielded by both Skynet and Resistance forces in the Terminator Universe, and were the inspiration for the ones I will reference in this story. Phased energy weapons, or phasers (PHASed Energy Rectification), are what the United Federation of Planets calls particle accelerator weapons in the Star Trek Universe.

* * *

>I'm not surprised someone noticed the blatantly obvious similarities between Fireteam Dinomite and the clone commando unit Delta Squad (later imperial commando unit). I've already said too much on this matter.<p><p>

* * *

>I sure hope to never need another crazy author's note like that again. (I added a line to separate the AN from the story and it started replicating itself. All my attempts to remove them have failed)


	5. Off the Horizon

Off the Horizon

A/N: THIS CHAPTER MARKS THE END OF THE INTRODUCTION. AFTER THIS, THE HEART OF THE STORY BEGINS.

To the guest reviewer who commented that Dinomite was immature (in an ironically immature statement): you're right. Fireteam Dinomite is immature. Like I said, they won't be a big part of the story, but they will be an important part. I don't know about all those reading this, but I wouldn't be satisfied if they just popped out of nowhere, performed their pivotal role, and then disappeared. There needs to be backstory for all original characters. And trust me, that last chapter, while maybe unappealing to some readers, was of monumental importance.

I also know I "suck" at writing dialogue, but sometimes there's no getting around it. I've spent most of my life writing academic essays, not fictional narratives, but I'm trying my best. To appease the grammatically impaired guest reviewer who believes my dialogue "sucks," this chapter has been written completely devoid of dialogue (not that any is needed, since everything in this chapter is taken directly from _Mass Effect _2, and can be viewed on YouTube).

The only way to free an organic society from malicious acts of violence, piracy, crime, etc. is to abolish free will and put down anyone who threatens the peace, something the Precursors specifically designed the Humans not to favor; a mistake they made with the Forerunners.

This chapter just paraphrases events that I hope everyone who's reading this already knows. It is necessary because I can't just jump to Alexandria's awakening since she doesn't release herself. Someone else has to release her, and she can't be released unless she is found. This chapter details how she is found.

Off the Horizon

**LOCATION: MILKY WAY/SHADOW SEA/LERA SYSTEM/NORMANDY SR-2**

**DATE (ALLIANCE CALENDER): circa 2185 CE**

_2 years later..._

Shepard stood in the center of QEC, waiting as it powered up for his debrief with the Illusive man. He had just been dismissed by Doctor Chakwas after his mission on Horizon. The Collectors were tough bastards. Their weapons devastated shields and armor, giving the squad several close calls. Some of the hellish insectoids wielded particle accelerator weapons that weren't even effected by kinetic barriers, costing Zaeed his right arm; and one beast they designated a praetorian wielded a massive plasma weapon that nearly turned Grunt into a puddle of molten goo. Luckily for them both, they managed to take cover a mere split second before they were erased from existence. Grunt regenerated just fine while still in the heat of battle, but Zaeed was out of commission until they returned to the ship and Doctor Chakwas replaced his arm.

Apparently all collectors had biotics too, or at least all of the ones they encountered on Horizon. There was no conformation at this time whether or not all collectors possessed biotic ability, but it was safe to assume they did. After all, they did all have biotic barriers, and they all performed biotic attacks when they were being directly controlled by someone who kept referring to him or herself as some kind of harbinger. Biotics seemed to be a central part of collector society, as further inspection of their assault rifles revealed them to have a biotic power source.

They were the toughest and most well-coordinated infantry Shepard had ever faced thus far, no doubt all being linked to one another in real-time like the Geth. Their shields were strong and their armor even stronger. Shepard's team had recovered a few corpses for Mordin to study, and autopsies revealed that they were once an unknown organic species, but were turned into synthetics. That explained why they could take multiple shots to the head without dying; they didn't possess traditional brains like all known organics did. Shepard wanted nothing more than to stop the Collectors once and for all, but he found himself dreading the next time they would meet, especially if they ever had to fight the Collectors in force rather than just a raiding party.

The QEC finished establishing a connection and Shepard was now face to face with the Illusive Man. The Illusive Man attempted to congratulate Shepard, a gesture which Shepard was unwilling to accept due to his failure to save the entire colony. The Illusive Man brought up the valid point that it was better than losing the entire colony, and was more than they had accomplished since the abductions began. Based on their recent success, the Illusive Man postulated the Collectors would be more careful with their next move, and a new way may need to be found to lure them in.

Shepard questioned the Illusive Man's methods of luring the Collectors in, he did not approve of risking the lives of individuals for the sake of the mission who weren't even part of the mission. Adding to Shepard's anger was the fact that the Illusive Man used Ashley Williams as bait.

Shepard was no fool, but the Illusive Man worried his devotion to doing the right thing might one day prevent him from doing what needs to be done. He made it clear to Shepard that he wouldn't sit around and wait for the enemy to gather strength, and that they wouldn't have known which colony the Collectors were going to hit next if Ashley and Horizon weren't used as bait; consequently, the Collectors would've abducted everyone.

Shepard couldn't refute the Illusive Man's argument, even if he disagreed. The one thing they both agreed on was they had to make sure the Collectors didn't abduct anyone else. The Illusive Man was devoting all resources at his disposal to try and find a way through the Omega 4 relay to hit the Collectors where they lived. The Illusive Man told Shepard that not only would his team need to be strong, but him as well. There could be no looking back, and the Illusive Man was worried Shepard might look back at Ashley. Shepard made it clear that his past relationships were none of the Illusive Man's damn business, but the Illusive Man restated that if his feelings affected the mission, it was better if Shepard left them behind.

One last time, the Illusive Man reiterated there was no guarantee Shepard and his team would return from a trip through the Omega 4 relay, and that they must all be fully committed if there was to be any hope of survival. Shepard told the Illusive Man to let him worry about the team and just find them a way to the Collector homeworld. The Illusive Man forwarded three more dossiers to Shepard so he could keep building the team. The conversation ended with the Illusive Man warning Shepard to be careful because the Collectors would be watching him now.

With that the Illusive Man pressed a button on a display near his chair and the connection was cut off. Shepard stepped off the QEC to find Jacob waiting behind him with arms crossed. Their encounter with the Collectors on Horizon had shaken Jacob's faith in their mission. Shepard assured Jacob they had a few tricks that would give them an edge over the Collectors, and if anyone could stop the twisted aliens, they could. Shepard didn't know whether or not Jacob truly believed his words; he didn't truly believe them himself, but they were doing everything they could, and words of encouragement were all they had at this time.

Before Jacob left, he said he was going to take care of unfinished business, something he imagined everyone else was doing as well. That statement was a red flag, signaling Jacob's undeniable doubts about their success. Shepard had to find out just what this unfinished business was, and help Jacob to take care of it, lest he be distracted from the mission. The Illusive Man was right. Shepard had to make sure his team was ready, both mentally and physically. He was also right about Ash, unfortunately; they could not afford any distractions, and if Shepard wasn't careful, she could definitely become what one might consider a distraction.

Jacob turned and headed out the door towards the armory. Being the armorer aboard the Normandy, he spent a great deal of time there. Shepard could tell there was definitely something bothering Jacob, and he had to find out what it was to make sure it didn't become a problem.

After speaking with Jacob in the armory, Shepard discovered he had received an anonymous message from someone within Cerberus about a distress call sent from the MSV Hugo Gernsback, the ship his father went missing on over a decade ago. Apparently, the ship had crashed on the planet Aeia, and Jacob wanted to investigate.

Just as the Illusive Man said, Shepard's team could not afford any distractions, and Shepard decided that they would go and check out the crash site as soon as time permitted.

Shepard left the armory after talking with Jacob and headed for the galaxy map to plot a course to their next destination. Kelly was in her usual spot typing away at a terminal next to the map. She informed Shepard that Miranda wanted to speak with him.

Stepping up to the display, Shepard looked over the locations he needed to visit. Each location was marked with a brief statement regarding the task(s) to be completed there. The closest was marked Project Firewalker: Prothean Ruin on Kopis. That was the last known location of Dr. Cayce, and the site of the Prothean ruins the doctor had been searching for all along. Shepard was certain the doctor was there, and that he had found something important. The Geth had tracked the doctor to every world he visited, and there was no doubt they had also tracked him to Kopis as well. Shepard didn't expect it to be a rescue mission, but he could not allow the Geth to retrieve whatever Prothean technology the doctor had found and hand it over to the Reapers.

The next closest location that needed visiting was Haestrom, marked Dossier: Tali.

"_Tali?"_

Shepard accessed his journal from his omni-tool. Sure enough, Tali was one of the next three dossiers the Illusive Man sent him, along with a justicar named Samara and an assassin named Thane Krios. Recruitment missions were always at the top of Shepard's priorities, as every second they waited was another second that the person might leave their last known location, or worse. They had showed up just in time to rescue Garrus, a few more minutes and they may very well have been too late. Shepard didn't want that to happen again, but Samara and Thane were on Illium, which was on the other side of the galaxy.

Shepard leaned over the railing and let out a sigh. He had so much to do and an unknown amount of time to do it. He decided to just go with the closest missions that seemed urgent and work his way down from there. That's how he usually did it anyway. He designated Kopis as their next destination for Joker, who sent him back an ETA of a little over six hours. Shepard let out an even heavier sigh.

"_That's not a lot of time."_

Shepard went and accessed his mail from the terminal opposite of Kelly. Two messages really drew his attention.

The first was from Cerberus Information Processing. Apparently Liara was on Illium hunting the Shadow Broker, and Cerberus had information that might help track him/her down. Shepard would have to pass along the information to Liara when he traveled to Illium to recruit Samara and Thane. Once he found out why she was hunting the Shadow Broker in the first place, he might even be able to offer assistance, provided she was hunting the Broker for a good reason. If she was not, he would try and convince her to stop, as the Shadow Broker was a very dangerous enemy to have.

The second message that caught Shepard's eye was from Ashley. He hesitated for bit before with his finger over the message, a tight knot forming in his stomach. He cared about Ashley a great deal, maybe even loved her. All those things she said on Horizon, they hurt a lot coming from her; calling him a traitor; telling him that she used to love him, subtly implying that she didn't anymore. A part of Shepard worried the message would only contain more hate. If that was the case, then he didn't want to read it. But there was also the possibility the message contained an apology. If that was the case, then he did want to read it. After a few moments of considering his only two options, Shepard decided that the right thing to do would be to take a chance and read the message.

_Subject: Hey there._

_Shepard-_

_I'm sorry for what I said back on Horizon. When I lost you two years ago, it tore me up. I prayed for you everyday. I read a lot of Tennyson, thinking about you, just like I did when my dad passed. And then you came back, and it was like my prayers were answered. But I'm not who I was then, and neither are you._

_I don't know what's true anymore. Part of me can't believe it's really you. I keep going back to that night before Illos, our night... I haven't let myself think about those memories in over a year._

_I wouldn't have expected you to work for Cerberus, but I know why they sent you to Horizon. I saw how many people were lost there, and if anyone can stop the Collectors, you can. I can't go where you're going, but I can wish you luck._

_Just stay alive out there... Skipper. I don't know what the future holds, but I can't lose you a second time._

_-Ash_

_Death closes all: but something ere the end_

_Some work of noble note, may yet be done,_

_Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods._

As Shepard read the message, the borderline painful knot in his stomach untied, and was replaced with a mild uneasy feeling. Still hurt, but not as much as he was before.

"_Maybe Joker and EDI can lighten things up. They do always seem to be having a good time after all. Well, at least a rather entertaining time."_

Shepard headed down to the cockpit to see how Joker and EDI were tormenting each other now. At first, Joker seemed genuinely offended by EDI, but Shepard could tell that the two were warming up to each other, in a surprisingly comical way. Shepard knew Joker would probably bring up Ash, but he wouldn't make a big deal about it.

As expected, Joker asked Shepard if he was glad to see Ash, given their history together. Shepard left out all the hurtful things Ash said and just told Joker they let go of whatever they had between them. Joker was happy Shepard seemed to be taking it well. He was worried the Commander would have a breakdown and start hurting people if the reunion had ended badly, which it did, but Joker didn't need to know that if he didn't know already.

When Shepard asked how things were going in the cockpit, he learned that Joker and EDI were having an argument over maintenance reports. EDI accused Joker of falsifying documents, while Joker defended his actions by saying he was tweaking them by rounding up on task times to make them look good when they came up under. Shepard took Joker's side, urging EDI to ease off on the harmless self-promotion. Of course, Joker decided to rub EDI's figurative nose in his small victory, claiming it was all a game and assuring Shepard there were no hard feelings .

Shepard left the cockpit and headed back down the CIC to the elevator. After arriving on the crew deck, Shepard headed straight to Miranda's office.

Miranda revealed her twin sister's existence to Shepard, and that she went to Cerberus for protection from her father not for herself, but for her sister. She was living a normal life on Illium, safe, and hidden from their father, until now. Miranda's sources indicated her father knew her sister was on Illium. Miranda had tried to keep her sister hidden without impacting her life, but was now out of options. The only thing that could be done now was to relocate her sister's family before it was too late. Miranda wanted to go to Illium when Cerberus was moving the family to make sure none of her father's agents got to close. Miranda had a contact named Lanteia who would be waiting for them in the Nos Astra docking bay.

After agreeing to help Miranda, Shepard decided to eat something and maybe get four hours of rest before the next mission. It was recommended that humans sleep for eight hours, but four hours would have to do. Some humans only needed four hours of sleep to function normally; Shepard was not one of those humans.

When the time came to deploy, Shepard decided to bring along Garrus and Mordin. There was a good chance they would run into geth on Kopis, and Garrus was the only member of Shepard's team – other than Shepard himself – who had a lot of experience in fighting them. Shepard hoped that Mordin would be able to help handle anything of Prothean origin they might encounter on Kopis.

The three of them departed the Normandy in the M-44 Hammerhead they commandeered on Zeona. The dig site was sealed of by a kinetic barrier designed to withstand orbital bombardment. The barrier was also visible because it was set to zero tolerance, allowing nothing solid to pass through, no matter how slow it was moving. Pounding on it with the Normandy would destroy the dig site, and the Hammerhead did not possess the firepower to drop such a barrier. The only way to get through was to destroy the barrier's generators, which were conveniently located on the outside. Whoever set up the barrier was obviously trying to keep something in, rather than out.

The Geth obviously did not expect anyone to come knocking with a tank because they only left combat support drones to defend the generators. The barrier was down and the team inside the dig site in no time.

There was no more resistance inside the dig site than outside. It seemed as if the geth had come and gone, leaving only a few units behind for reasons unknown. The site was also stripped bare of any Prothean technology, save for one giant floating sphere that reacted upon Shepard's touch.

A/N: At last, you've made it through the introduction, but don't stop now. Trust me, you're going to want to see how this story unfolds.


	6. Time to Get Up

A/N: Did you know that during gameplay in the _Mass Effect Series_, the Krogan are depicted much smaller than they are actually supposed to be according to canon? This is due to the limitations of the engine used to make the games, something BioWare will hopefully fix in the next _Mass Effect _game. In some cutscenes, the krogan appear to be the right size when compared to other characters, but this is most likely just a matter of "forced perspective through depth perception," not because the size of the character models actually changed to the canonically correct scale.

Sorry for updating so slowly. I'm a college student, 'nuff said. Also, this is possibly one of the most important chapters in the whole story. This is the first meeting between Alexandria and Shepard's squad. It's practically a first contact scenario, and first contact doesn't go well. It's not believable for Alexandria to just hop on board the Normandy and everyone be like 'it's all good.' No. In first contact, there is confusion, misunderstandings, and something that goes wrong. To quote Helmuth von Moltke the Elder, "No plan survives contact with the enemy." The same is true for any uncertain situation. Ideal first contact would be peaceful, but unless it is first contact between two peaceful races (like the asari and salarians) things will go wrong. I had to make sure this first meeting scenario between warrior-individuals mirrored a first contact scenario between warrior-races.

Time to Get Up

**LOCATION: MILKY WAY / HADES NEXUS / HOPLOS SYSTEM / MAKHAIRA / KOPIS**

**DATE: circa 162915 AR**

** 2185 CE**

Shepard touched the mysterious floating sphere that showed the reflection of everything in the room, except for him and his team. So strange, Shepard found himself drawn to it. He had to touch it, regardless of what might happen. Something about it transfixed his mind and pulled him forward. The moment he lay his hand on its smooth, slippery surface, was when things got really weird, causing everyone to jump back.

"Mordin, what's going on?"

"Unknown at this time."

"Are we gonna die?"

"Possibly."

"That's comforting."

The sphere began lifting higher into the air, vibrating violently, and making a rising humming noise. Shepard could feel the bass from the sphere thumping in his chest. After about two seconds, everything stopped, and the sphere almost instantaneously shrunk to the size of a basketball. Whatever force was causing it to levitate ceased, and the sphere dropped with tremendous force, cracking the floor. This new, significantly smaller sphere then began bubbling like boiling water, until it collapsed into a puddle. What happened next was something out of a horror story.

A deformed arm of the same silvery substance shot up from the puddle in desperation, as if someone was reaching out to escape some kind of hell. The arm slapped down and pushed up, bringing a massive blob with two protruding bumps out of the puddle. The bump near the top became more defined, with a distinctive neck and three monstrous holes forming what looked like the eyes and mouth of unnatural beast. The bump on the side contracted into a bare, skeletal arm, and extended nearly twice as far as the first limb, scratching the floor as it decreased in length and increased in width. The top was clearly a head now, and fell forward onto the ground with both arms now in the position for a proper push-up. Whatever it was, it lifted itself higher as it pushed off the floor. A leg began forming from another bump on the blob, but it was shaped like the leg of a frog from Earth, with the knee bending upward rather than outward. Another leg formed beneath the creature as it pushed itself higher. Both legs began twisting around until the knees were facing outward. Now standing 9 feet and 4 inches tall with 543 pounds of force behind it, the monstrous, horribly disfigured being began shedding much of the silvery substance, pulling it off like it was a tangled web. The shape of the being became more and more evident as it ripped the substance from its body, leaving the puddle at its feet.

After escaping from the hellish binds, a enormous humanoid being emerged and claimed its freedom with a undeniably feminine roar, revealing its true form to the trio below. It looked like a female human or asari wearing full-body powered armor, or a battlesuit for short. She was as big as Grunt, and Shepard, Garrus, and Mordin all had the feeling she was just as devastating, if not more so. Her battlesuit's base color was plain sliver, having never been changed from the original color of the alloy used to make it. There were various purple LED lights, most notably on the helmet, which looked like a more advanced version of Shepard's death mask. With the exception of her helmet, it looked as if her flesh had disappeared and the armor plating molded around her muscles, similar to the advanced prototype Phantom Armor Shepard had seen in Cerberus's requisitions catalog aboard the Normandy.

Alexandria gazed down upon the three beings who had released her. There was someone shaped like a human male in front. Scans revealed he was indeed human, with an undeniably turian male standing closely behind his right shoulder. They both put forth a non-threatening vibe, but Alexandria could see they were both ready to spring into action if need be. The salarian standing off to the side however, seemed to be studying Alexandria. She knew salarian facial expressions, and could see that he was gazing upon her with fascination since he was only wearing a breather, not a helmet like his two compatriots. An orange holographic gauntlet appeared around the salarian's forearm, and Alexandria was alerted by a flashing red message in her HUD that he was attempting to scan her. Much to the salarian's dismay, her shields were active, and they prevented the scan from revealing any information. A undeniably disappointed look came over his face.

Alexandria was becoming very tense. Last time she checked, both the Turians and Salarians served the Forerunners. The Forerunners would often use turians on the battlefield. The Humans had also undoubtedly been defeated and reprogrammed by now, and this rather small human could be another one of their slaves. Alexandria had allowed herself to be captured by the Forerunners once before, in order to provide a distraction for others to escape, and she had no intention of being their prisoner once more, especially since her old squad wasn't around to launch another suicidal rescue mission. Not taking any chances, Alexandria made the first move.

Just as Shepard was about to introduce himself, the mysterious woman extended her arms towards his team. Arcs of electricity extended from her hands, striking Garrus and Mordin, knocking them out, and sending them flying backwards. The woman dropped her left arm and appeared to grab the air with her right hand that was now aimed at Shepard. He attempted to draw his rifle, but instead involuntarily moved his hands to his throat in a vain attempt to fight off an invisible force wrapped around his neck, compressing his airway and arteries in pulses. The continuous appliance and release of pressure was enough to keep him unfocused without putting him to sleep. The invisible force lifted Shepard off the ground and pulled him towards the woman, stopping him just a few inches before her extended hand, his body suspended a foot off the ground to meet the woman eye to eye.

Suddenly, Shepard felt as if dozens of power drills and were burrowing deep inside his skull. He tried to scream, but could barely breath. What came next was hard to explain. He could see memories flashing before his eyes, his memories. Shepard struggled to free himself even more, not wanting the woman to gain any of the sensitive information he possessed from his time in N7 Operations, but his struggles only made the pain worse, the invisible drills continue to spin around in his head. He ceased his resistance when he realized that she wasn't looking for any sensitive or personal information, she was looking for what he knew about history, language, culture, society. As soon as he stopped resisting, the pain immediately stopped as well. The power drills disappeared from his skull, and the vice around his throat released. He was feeling the woman's thoughts just as much as she was feeling his, and he could sense she thought he had made a wise decision by submitting.

After the woman had learned all Shepard knew about his civilization, he could sense confusion, disbelief, and a hint of sadness from her. She was disappointed that she had not found what she was looking for. Shepard just wished he actually knew what it was she wanted to know.

After she had finished learning about Shepard's civilization, she then turned her attention to him. Specifically, if he could be trusted or not. She went over his personality, his past moral decisions, and his knowledge about the morals of his squadmates. She still did not fully trust him at a personal level, but she trusted that he would not try anything stupid.

Shepard was lowered back to his feet by the invisible force. The woman then gently placed her hand on the side of Shepard's helmet, and began transferring thoughts to him. She was a human named Alpha-055, but preferred to be called Alexandria or Alexa for short. She held the rank of corporal in the Titan Corps, a special forces division attached to the navy of the faction known as the Human Imperium. She determined Shepard was no threat to her, and thus, she would be no threat to him. She also apologized for subduing his squadmates, but the Turians and Salarians were unconditional enemies of Humanity in her time 111,297 years ago. She then showed Shepard some of her last memories from before being confined in the sphere.

Shepard saw Alexandria on a burning planet that was once full of beauty, fighting aliens he now knew as forerunners. They were very similar to humans, but were much bigger, stronger, and faster from birth, and even more so if they underwent the mutations of the Warrior-Servant rate. The Human Imperium – the faction Alexandria was affiliated with – had developed extremely advanced weapons which had allowed them to hold the line against the Forerunners for a long time, but something else they had fought recently broke the back of Humanity – something that was highly classified – allowing the Forerunners to launch their second full-scale invasion of Human Space. The memories flashed through Shepard's mind quickly, like a video fast-forwarding. The battle was lost; the evacuation had failed; and Alexandria raced across a ruined city to make sure some civilians didn't have their memories stolen by the aliens. Everything went fuzzy after taking a bad hit from a monstrous war machine she fought along side the last remaining member of her old squad. She awoke inside the sphere some time later. It was called a prison capsule, a form of stasis technology meant for prisoners that kept the contained individual fully aware while in suspended animation. She spent the next 111,297 years in the prison capsule running training programs and reliving old memories. In addition to keeping a prisoner fully aware while in suspended animation, a prison capsule also broke the individual down on an atomic lever, sacrificing the comfort of keeping an individual fully intact like a conventional stasis capsule and allowing easier storage. Upon her release, since there were no Imperium personnel to properly initiate the awakening procedure, Alexandria had to reconstruct her own body all by herself. Luckily, she knew just how to do that. Had she not, Alexandria would have remained a puddle of that silvery goo.

She was very grateful to Shepard for releasing her and offered her assistance to him. Her only wish was that Shepard help her find out what happened to her people. She knew her faction had undoubtedly been defeated, but she was also certain they would've had a contingency plan to ensure their continued survival. She was also certain that anyone who was not part of such a plan would not know about it, which meant she was now completely lost and in need of help. Shepard had the feeling he couldn't actually refuse to help, but she assured him she would not exert control over his mind, or the minds of any of his squadmates. Alexandria lowered her hand from Shepard's helmet and ended their meld.

"Deal?" Alexandria asked.

Shepard wasn't sure about this woman. Sure, she was powerful and could certainly help him with his mission, that much was certain, but she had just probed his mind, broke his will with ease, and took information from him without his consent. She said she wasn't controlling him, but he had no proof of that. He also had no proof that the information she showed him was historically accurate. She could be crazy for all he knew. Shepard had no reason to trust Alexandria, but then again, he had no reason to trust Jack or Grunt either. In fact, he had reason not to trust them. Jack threatened to kill Shepard upon their first meeting, and Grunt actually almost did kill him. Why did Shepard put his trust in them? Why did he put his trust in any of the people he worked with? Shepard didn't have any logical answer to that question. He just had a feeling he could trust them; a feeling he had about this woman; a feeling that had thus far always turned out to be right.

"Deal," Shepard replied.

Alexandria extended her hand. Shepard was a little startled at first, thinking she was about to shock him. When she did not, he realized she was trust trying to shake hands, a gesture which he returned.

Shepard turned to Garrus and Mordin, who were both still unconscious.

"We're going to need to take them with us. Would you help me carry them back to the Hammerhead, our ground vehicle."

"No need."

Alexandria waved her hand and both of the two aliens woke up, looking around all confused. Shepard was surprised. At first, he thought they were dead. After he learned they were just unconscious, he still thought they would need serious recovery time. He did not expect Alexandria to wake them up as easily as she had knocked them out.

When Garrus fully came to, he drew his M-92 Mantis and took aim at Alexandria. Shepard was going to step between the two to try and defuse the situation., but Alexandria swiped the weapon from Garrus's hands with her kinetics before it was even ready to fire. She either had an insanely fast reaction time, or she knew what Garrus was going to do before he even did it. Shepard doubted he would be surprised by the former or the latter, and was insanely curious about Alexandria's extraordinary abilities, but right now he still needed to stop this standoff before it escalated any further.

"Garrus, stop! She's with us!"

Garrus was already going for his M-8 Avenger, but froze when Shepard told him to stop. He turned to his Commander with confusion.

"What!? She attacked us!"

Now that Shepard had Garrus's attention, he wouldn't have to yell. Lowering his voice would also help ease Garrus's tension.

"I know. Her name's Alexandria, and she had her reasons."

Garrus kept his hand on his unfolded M-8, still magnetically slung to his back.

"And what exactly were those reasons."

Even thought the question was directed at Shepard, Alexandria was the one to answer it.

"In my civilization, your kind and mine were enemies..."

Mordin – who had regained his composure rather quickly, and was already up and observing the situation – addressed Alexandria as Garrus reluctantly let go of his rifle, letting it fold up on his back.

"Excuse me? Have to ask. Are you prothean?"

Alexandria was rather confused by that question. She did not see how anyone could mistake a human to be a prothean. Protheans were arthropods, and humans were chordates. There was absolutely no way to confuse those two with their physical appearances alone. The two species looked nothing alike. It would take some serious physical modifications, or one really big battlesuit that hid physical features to confuse a human with a prothean.

"Do I look a prothean to you?" Alexandria questioned in the most polite tone possible.

"Why, no one has ever seen a living prothean. Found you in prothean facility. Impressive tech only Protheans would possess. Likely conclusion, you are prothean."

Alexandria waved her hand around in a way that was making Garrus jumpy, especially when his M-92 came floating into his view. He quickly connected the dots and cautiously grabbed his levitating rifle. Garrus became more and more agitated every second he spent in the presence of this woman who had knocked him out with a fucking bolt of lightning, seemingly unprovoked.

"Well, I'm no prothean. I'm human. This is a prothean."

A small white orb appeared in Alexandria's hand that she tossed to Mordin's feet. The orb expanded into a holographic image of a prothean. Shepard stated what him, Garrus, and Mordin were all thinking.

"It looks like a collector."

Now it was Alexandria's turn to be confused. She had encountered countless species among the galactic community during her time, and had even made first contact with a few new races, but never had she met anyone who referred to their species as the Collectors. It was a strange name for a species. Perhaps it was similar to what the Forerunners did; abolished their original name, and took on a new name: Forerunners, meaning those that came before, to symbolize their dominancy over all other species.

"What's a collector?"

Mordin was the one to answer that question.

"Enigmatic insectoid race. Live somewhere beyond Omega 4 Relay. Very secretive. Rarely seen. Sometimes regarded as a myth; not the case however. Doesn't matter. They are enemies. Specifically, enemies of Humanity."

Shepard threw in more insight.

"Yes. The Collectors have already abducted tens of thousands of humans."

Alexandria was both raised, and programmed, from the day she was artificially created for the Titan Program to have a strong inclination to protect humans... and repel aliens. Even though she knew next to nothing about the Collectors; why they were considered enemies of Humanity; or what they were doing with tens of thousands of humans she also knew nothing about; but Alexandria still clenched her fists at such notions.

"Why?" Alexandria inquired with a slightly menacing voice.

"We don't know, but we're going to stop them. I also believe we had a deal."

"Right. I help you. You help me."

Garrus had no idea what was going on here.

"Whoa, whoa, whoa. What's this deal you're talking about?"

Shepard tried to explain to Garrus what he had missed after – as a human would say – he was knocked the fuck out.

"While you were unconscious, I agreed to help Alexandria get off world and search for her people, and, in return, she'll help us destroy the Collectors. We need all the help we can get Garrus, and this woman can help, more so than anyone we've already recruited. Trust me, I know."

Garrus had the feeling Shepard was being manipulated.

"What did she do to you?"

Shepard knew there wasn't any possible way to explain to Garrus what happened while he was unconscious without freaking him out, not in his already jumpy state, so he didn't try. He would talk to Garrus later, when he wasn't holding a rifle.

"Just trust me. You do trust me don't you?"

"Yes. But sometimes, the people you bring along. I don't know."

"Like I said, just trust me. How about you Mordin? Do you have any objections to Alexandria coming along."

"No. In fact, I would prefer she did. What species are you?"

Alexandria's wasn't liking this blind situation, but her sixth sense gave her the feeling the salarian meant her no harm, and to this day, she had never questioned her sixth sense, simply because, to this day, it had never failed her.

"I'm human."

"Really?"

"Yes."

"Interesting. A little big for a human. I'm-"

"Salarian. I know. Your kind and mine were also enemies. And I thought Shepard was actually a little small for a human, at least in my time. In fact, Garrus is a little small for a turian as well."

"I see."

An awkward silence fell upon the group, and Shepard tried to move things along.

"All right then. Is everyone ready to go?"

All present confirmed their readiness to leave, and with that, they were off. The now three-man, one-woman team headed back down the same path that lead the original three to their new companion. Blue Suns mercenaries lay dead along the way, their bodies still fresh. It seemed as though the team had just barely missed the skirmish, for which they were all silently grateful. Dr. Cayce hired the Blue Suns to provide him with security after his original detail had been wiped out. They put up a good fight, but ultimately, the Geth prevailed. According to one of the datapads Shepard found, the Collectors may have also taken part in the fight. If that was the case, the Blue Suns would have been absolutely slaughtered.

"Did you kill all these people?" Alexandria asked.

"No. They were dead when we got here," Shepard answered.

Alexandria had been quietly analyzing the wounds of all the fallen mercs with her scanners and decided to voice her thoughts.

"It seems they were killed with pulsed energy weapons, which are normally non-lethal, subduing their targets with immense pain, but I guess you could kill someone if you used a high enough power output. Though killing someone through rapid and intense pain is pretty brutal."

"Yeah. That's the Geth for you."

Alexandria was smirking under her helmet. If she ever had to face any geth, and they used pulsed energy weapons, she would have absolutely no worries since she didn't even feel pain. The group quickly made it to the exit to find the Hammerhead right where they left it. Alexandria took one look at the infantry fighting vehicle and was immediately having second thoughts.

"So... you guys ride around in that thing?"

"Yeah," Shepard replied.

"Is it bigger than it looks, or am I going to have to ride on top?"

A hilarious image popped into Shepard's head of Alexandria riding the Hammerhead like a skateboard at 120 kilometers per hour.

"I'm sure you'll fit. It has room for four people. You're bigger than most, but Mordin's kind of small, so it should be just fine."

It was a tight fit, with Mordin nearly being crushed by the krogan-sized human, but it was a fit. As with Grunt, the Hammerhead shook and groaned when Alexandria tried to situate herself. They called the Normandy for pickup and performed the hop-dock maneuver. The Hammerhead "hopped" into the air, and the Normandy swooped in from behind, catching it in the cargo hold.

A/N: Pulsed energy weapons are real-world weapons under development by the U.S. military. They are non-lethal weapons that subdue targets through intense pain and temporary paralysis (look up Pulsed Energy Projectile). The weapons the Heretics used during the Eden Prime War to fight the Alliance are handheld pulsed energy weapons (look up the Mass Effect 1 description of the Pulse Rifle), but they kill. It is possible to kill a human with rapid and intense pain (provided said human can actually feel pain, look up congenital insesitivity to pain), which is how I assume the heretic weapons operate (the U.S. pulsed energy weapons were originally intended to kill, but that idea was abandoned due to lack of an efficient mobile power source capable of producing lethal damage outputs). The weapons later used by the Heretics on Haestrom and other locations are weapons designed to kill geth, obviously because of the schism. It would seem as if geth factions always tailor their weapons to the specific enemy which they are facing at the time.

I think these two example sentences will explain when and when not to capatalize a species name:

The humans standing over there are all very different from one another.

The Humans are the only remaining species of hominids from the planet Earth.

Next chapter, we see (or rather visualize) who's been hiding behind the mask.


	7. Getting Settled In

A/N: I tried to get a little backstory out of the way in this chapter. Not too much, but some. Alexandria even has a short flashback about a past battle from when she was only a few decades old, and Nikias was still just a sentient computer program, before he was uploaded into a human body and then digitized in a highly experimental process, turning him into a physical-digital hybrid. It was a time long ago indeed, back before the Imperium was formed; before the Humans and Forerunners made contact (which was a good thing for the Humans because they could have been conquered by the Forerunners in a matter of days at the time). I have the entire battle scene written out, but I decided to stop the flashback right before all the fighting began because I felt it would have been way too off topic, and maybe even detrimental to the course of the chapter.

As one reviewer pointed out, Javik stated that Salarians were just animals 50,000 years ago. That's approximately 50,000 years after the firing of the Halo Array, and the resetting of many species' evolutionary timelines. The Salarians were animals around 50,000 years ago, but not over 100,000 years ago. As is revealed in _Halo Origins_, the Sangheili, Jiralhanae, Unggoy, and Kig-Yar were all primitive during the Flood crisis. In this story, all of the races from _Mass Effect_, both existing and extinct, were advanced during that time. Most species that were existing during the events of the _Mass Effect Trilogy_, with the exception of the Elcor and Raloi,were under the rule of the Forerunners. All of the species that were extinct, plus the Elcor and Raloi, were allies of the Humans. I don't have a real reason as to why I put those two species on Humanity's side, I just did. The Leviathan issue will be explained much later. I already have planned what part they're going to play.

Grunt's exact height is never stated in canon (no one's is in Mass Effect as far as I know), but the average krogan is stated to stand typically over seven feet tall. Being a semi-evolved supersoldier, I have interpreted Grunt to be nine feet tall, making him the same size as Alexandria.

I chose the term psychokinesis to refer to Alexandria's mental powers simply because I like the sound of it. By definition, psychokinesis is only moving objects with the mind, not control over the electromagnetic forces of nature, as Alexandria and other "kinetics" have. So, obviously, I have altered the actual definition a bit. I don't think it's that big of a deal. It works.

* * *

><p><strong>LOCATION: MILKY WAY  NORMANDY SR-2 / EN ROUTE TO HAESTROM**

**DATE: circa 162915 AR**

**2185 CE**

Shepard steered the Hammerhead onto the rail system in the Normandy's cargo hold, locking it in place until it was needed again. All passengers managed to squeeze out of the tank without anyone getting squashed. Mordin removed his breather and stuck into a back pocket. Shepard and Garrus removed their helmets and pushed buttons on the inside, making them fold up until they fit in the palms of their hands and could be attached magnetically their thighs. Shepard looked to Alexandria right when her helmet retracted, letting her hair fall back down. The method in which her helmet was removed was almost as shocking as her beauty, giving Shepard and Mordin some pause.

Alexandria's incredibly smooth skin was a cream color so bright she almost seemed to be glowing. Her big, deep purple eyes shimmered slightly, like she had a literal twinkle in her eye. Her full lips put Miranda Lawson's to shame, and her long, wavy, pitch-black hair with impressive volume flowed down with shining, silver highlights streaking sparsely all the way through.

Alexandria put her hand to her chest and grabbed onto the battle-armor, pulling it off her like I was some kind of fabric as it separated in the back. It folded itself up nicely into her hands and disappeared into a blurry bubble, entering her subspace pocket. Her bodysuit molded into an all-black, casual-tactical outfit.

At the bottom were combat boots. When not in her battlesuit, Alexandria always wore a pair of combat boots. However, unlike the modern combat boots Systems Alliance soldiers would wear casually, Alexandria's Imperium boots did not have strings to tighten them up. They just contracted around the wearer's feet, conforming to the desired fit. Moving on up were the titan's loose-fit compression pants that would automatically contract to tight-fit when their master entered a dangerous situation, or just when she wanted them to for whatever reason. At the top was a loose-fit compression shirt with the same properties as the pants, flaunting a graceful, lavender design. What made the sight truly a spectacle to behold was how the design constantly changed in brightness, moving around Alexandria's body across every piece of clothing in a dance of symmetrical chaos, as if the entire outfit was a single, active illustration.

"Never seen dynamic clothing before?" Alexandria commented on Shepard and Mordin's stare.

Without the amplifications of her helmet, Alexandria's voice was so soft and serene. Without the obscurities of her suit, her body was excruciatingly tantalizing and enticing. The young human and salarian felt a certain aura in her presence neither could describe. There was just something about her that had them truly in awe. Garrus... not so much.

"Huh?" Shepard asked, shaken from the mesmerizing hold of the aura emanating from the superhuman.

"Fascinating indeed," Mordin added.

"Thanks. I think," Alexandria responded awkwardly at the salarian's comment. She was tempted to influence the situation with her powers to move it along as quickly and as smoothly as possible, but she promised she would do no such thing, and it was a genuine promise. She would just have to stick with her impressive verbal abilities and outstanding charisma, but that would take much more time. No matter. Such tedious situations were trivial to a being with a mind and will as strong as Alexandria's. She could put up with practically any stress and roll it off like it was nothing. Alexandria knew that in time, all the barriers would be stripped away through simple, continued interaction, and she was definitely not one short on patience; not with the long, eternal life she had lived.

The N7 and former STG operative shared a confused glance before moving along without a word.

The four occupants stepped into the elevator to get out of the cargo bay. Shepard pushed the button for the crew deck and the CIC on the holographic control panel, already aware those were the two locations the elevator's current occupants were headed. After the doors closed and the ride started, Shepard addressed the ship's AI.

"EDI, would you make a profile for Alexandria?"

"Yes, Commander."

Shepard thanked EDI before returning his attention to his newest colleague.

"EDI is the ship's AI. She'll assign you a locker for anything you might want to store, and work you into the sleep schedule. You'll also need an omni-tool."

"Absolutely none of that will be necessary."

Shepard was confused by her statement. As far as he knew, all organics needed to sleep, and Alexandria definitely appeared to be organic.

"Why not?" he asked, truly curious.

"First of all, I can eat and sleep if I want to, but I don't need to as long as I'm in good, healthy, uninjured condition. If I do eat, the nanites in my body will simply re-purpose any bodily waste I may produce. As for the locker, I don't have anything on me my subspace pocket doesn't have more than enough room for. Long story short, a subspace pocket allows me to store objects in another dimension. The pocket has an anchor which keeps the objects contained in the space around me, preventing them from floating away. The anchor can't hold an infinite amount of objects, but I have almost nothing on me right now except a few basic weapons. The pocket can be disrupted with electronic warfare, disabling the anchor, and causing one to lose their possessions. Pretty much everything I had was lost during all those years I spent fighting on Therum, including all my heavy weapons..."

Alexandria was speaking Shepard's language now, and he thought he heard her say Therum, the planet where he found Liara during his hunt for Saren in 2183. He was going to ask her about it, but she kept on going with her explanation of why she would not be needing any accommodation. Alexandria sensed Shepard's curiosity spike at the word Therum, and made a mental note to talk to him about it later.

"...And then there's the omni-tool, a multipurpose diagnostic and manufacturing tool, as well as a mobile personal computer. I'm not going to need one of yours because I already have one of my own. Just like in your civilization, the omni-tool was an intricate part of mine as well; a device that was almost impossible to live without in modern societies. I just communicated with EDI to learn about your civilization's omni-tool, and it seems the origins of it are unknown. Apparently, it's been around since before the conception of your Extranet, and there is no official record of it arising. I'm guessing the concept was somehow carried over from my galactic civilization to yours. And before you ask, no, I have no idea how that might have happened."

"Many possibilities. Intriguing. Though, not my area of study." Mordin commented.

"What kind of differences are there between our omni-tools?" Shepard inquired.

"Minor differences. Nothing substantial. The holographic display of your omni-tools form as an orange gauntlet around the user's arm, while Imperium omni-tools are highly customizable..."

Alexandria summoned her omni-tool, holding her arm up for everyone to see. Her display appeared as a bright purple swirl of data in the palm of her hand.

"... My omni-weapons are largely the same as well. The only real difference is in the omni-blade, forged from boson-photon fields, as opposed to silicon-carbide like yours..."

When Alexandria forged her omni-blade, the hardlight also extended over her forearm for parrying, which then gave it more of an Alliance omni-tool appearance.

"... It also performs tech powers. Just like yours, albeit much more powerful, obviously. However, I more often stick with my kinetics."

"Kinetics?" Garrus questioned, audibly acknowledging the massive superhuman who had shown him the darkness not long ago.

"Like biotics, but a whole lot better." Alexandria responded, giving the turian a quick glance as she answered.

"Are our omni-tools compatible?" Shepard asked.

"Yes."

The four commandos entered the elevator, Garrus and Mordin remaining silent as Shepard continued his briefing of their newest companion. Mordin was mentally compiling a questionnaire to bombard Alexandria with, and Garrus was still wary of the mysterious woman. His discomfort around her was something the titan was formulating a plan to alleviate with a small portion of her consciousness while she maintained the majority of her attention on the immediate situation.

"EDI can give you a tour of the ship."

EDI's voice came over the speakers in the elevator.

"I already did, Commander. Alexandria and I have been communicating since she came aboard."

Shepard's head snapped up to the ceiling, and then back down at Alexandria.

"What?"

The superhuman tapped her temple with her index finger.

"Direct data-transfer doesn't just work on organics."

Shepard let out a tiny puff of air that would have been a small chuckle had it been given more of a kick. Once again, he found himself feeling confounded by this strange woman.

"Right. I should have guessed that... Anyway, we're headed to Haestrom next to recruit another individual. Tali. An old friend and former squadmate from my previous mission. I assume you know her too."

"Yes."

"How? How exactly does all this direct data-transfer work? Can you explain?"

"All I did was exchange electrical impulses between me and you. Make sense?"

That did make perfect sense to Shepard, as it was exactly what Liara did with him during their melding process. Alexandria just did it faster.

"Actually, yes. That does make sense... Well, this has officially been the most awkward introduction ever. Even more awkward than Grunt's, and he almost killed me."

Alexandria agreed. Where she came from, she was very well known, even if not much was known about her. The people of her civilization were also a hell of a lot more advanced and evolved. This new civilization was just barely getting started, and there were so many things that were common to Alexandria which were completely ludicrous to Shepard. Alexandria knew the social barrier between them was going to be a bit of an issue, since she had no intention of going around and implanting everyone with information about her culture.

"The feeling is mutual. Perhaps it would help if I made myself useful? I am a skilled weapons engineer. If you would allow it, I'm sure I could drastically improve your field equipment."

Shepard and Mordin both seemed enthusiastic about that proposal, especially Mordin.

"Definitely. That sounds like a great idea. I'm sure Jacob would appreciate some company in the armory. EDI, inform Jacob he has a visitor coming his way."

"Yes, Commander."

Shepard did not notice Alexandria briefly raise a brow. She was a little taken aback at how easily she had just gained access to the armory. All she had to do was make a verbal claim of expertise in weapons technology, and the captain of the ship immediately granted her permission to go through their stockpile. She had been in this situation before. She had been lost in unknown territory; cut off from her superiors; picked up by strangers, but this was the first time she was picked up by strangers who allowed her free access to their ship after just a few words. She never had any malicious intentions towards those who rescued her in the past, nor towards those rescuing her now, but still, she was an unknown variable with no reason to be trusted. This was the kind of cooperation Alexandria expected from people she was controlling. She was not complaining. She was just surprised.

The elevator stopped and opened its doors to reveal the crew deck. Garrus – who had remained mostly silent, allowing Shepard to do his thing – had a bad feeling about Alexandria he just could not shake.

"Shepard, can I speak with you... in private?" the turian asked before stepping out of the elevator backwards, keeping himself facing the titan.

Shepard had a feeling about what it was Garrus wanted to discuss. The old renegade did not like Alexandria, and rightfully so. Garrus had always gone along with all of Shepard's new recruits just fine, but none of them had ever assaulted him seemingly without provocation before. Shepard hoped he could explain to Garrus why Alexandria did what she did, and get them to work together just as well as anyone else who joined their team.

"Of course. I'll be down in a bit."

Garrus took one last look at the menacing woman and left without another word. The doors closed and the elevator took its remaining three occupants up to the CIC. On the way up, a notification appeared in Alexandria's HUD, a little exclamation mark occupying the top right corner of her view like an immobilized eye-floater. She focused on it, revealing a message.

_To: Alexandria_

_Your profile has been made. Please access it as soon as possible and create a password._

_Attachment: instructions for accessing _

_From: EDI_

"Armory is to the left," Shepard said to Alexandria, "I'll be by to talk more later, and EDI will notify you when it's time for you to deploy. For now, get to know the crew. Especially the ground team. We all need to trust each other if we're going to fight together, and talking is the only way to build that trust."

"I know. I've been in this situation before."

"Really?"

"Several times."

The questions kept mounting, and Shepard was becoming more and more envious of Alexandria's ability to just beam thoughts into another person's mind.

"If you say so. I've got business to take care of. Mordin, is there anything I can help you with?"

"Not at this time. Many questions for Alexandria however. Come by sometime, would you?"

Alexandria still felt a little uneasy about the idea of working with a salarian, let alone a turian. That uneasiness was literally programmed into her, and reinforced by an endless set of painful memories the titan refused to have erased – a practice she considered weak and cowardly. Both the Turians and the Salarians were slaves to the Forerunners in her civilization, with the Turians often fighting under the Ecumene's banner. She was conflicted. She saw enemies in them, and in her time, they would have seen an enemy in her as well. But this was not her time. This was another time; a time when no one had ever heard of the Human Imperium or the Forerunner Ecumene. A time where the Humans, Turians, and Salarians lived together in peace... for the most part.

"Sure. I guess."

"Excellent. Look forward to sharing knowledge with you. Possibly share insight on each other's abilities and technology."

Alexandria did not like where this was going. It was treason, and Alexandria was not about to betray her people, even if her people were no more. It was simply not something she was willing to do.

"Don't get your hopes up. Like I said earlier, in my civilization, your kind and mine were enemies. Unconditional enemies. We would attack each other on sight. In your case, involuntarily. Unprovoked violence towards humans was a part of many salarian's geas during those times. That may not be the case in this civilization, but I still don't feel comfortable with the idea."

A frown spread across Mordin's face that quickly faded.

"I see. Hope you change your mind."

With that, and with the concept of geas now plaguing his mind, the scientist retreated back to his lab, and Shepard nodded to Alexandria before stepping up to the galaxy map.

The titan stepped away from the elevator and leaned up against the wall on her right shoulder with her left foot planted on the floor and her right leg bent back, propping her right foot up against the wall so only her toes touched the ground. She had her right hand behind her back, grabbing onto her left forearm – a position she personally found quite comfortable. EDI had politely asked her to create a password for her profile as soon as possible, and that was exactly what she intended to do. Alexandria let her head fall back against the cool walls of the Normandy's interior as she closed her eyes. Her consciousness slipped into the small digital world contained within her physical body. She accessed her profile on the Normandy's network and set a password for the few little things that did not need to be broadcast amongst the entire crew, such as private messages. There was a section in the profile labeled "About Me (optional)." Alexandria saw that almost everyone else aboard the ship had filled out that part, although the depth of all the entries varied greatly, and not everyone seemed to take it seriously. Jeff Moreau's entry was by far the most comical, and all Grunt's entry contained was the context-deprived statement, "Leave me alone, you stupid machine!"

Not wanting to be an outcast, Alexandria decided to upload the public encyclopedia file that could have been viewed for by anyone on the Net over 100,000 years ago, provided the viewer was outside of Ecumene jurisdiction, and thus, beyond the influence of the Ecumene Censorship Bureau. It was very vague, and did not contain a lot of information that was actually about Alexandria because much of her life was highly classified.

* * *

><p>Name: Alpha-055<p>

Alias: Alexandria

Born: 46530 BR

- Undisclosed location

Affiliation: Human Imperium

Rank: Titan

Species: Human

- Hamanush

Sex: Female

Height: 2.8448 meters

Mass: 242 kilograms

Hair Color: Black

Eye Color: Purple

Skin Tone: Light

Biography:

Alpha-055 – a member of the Titan Corps (previously the Titan Program) calling herself Alexandria – is one of the few remaining original 10,000 Titan Commandos created by the Alliance to Restore Humanity, an organization that was not widely known during its time, and possessed no real influence in the Milky Way. She was given command of Divinity Squad at birth. The titans were originally shadow operatives of incredible power, who were instrumental in reuniting Humanity under one banner during their last dark age. When the Alliance succeeded in its goal and reformed into the Human Federation, Alpha-055, along with all the other titans, was integrated into the Federation Armed Forces.

There is virtually no public information regarding Alpha-055's past. Most of her career is highly classified, as is the nature of most Titan activities. When the Federation Armed Forces became so large and influential it split into a separate entity from the Human Federation, calling itself the Human Imperium, Alpha-055 and her squad were once again reintegrated when the Titan Program became a part of Imperium Special Forces. Alpha-055 would then took part in the eventual war between the Federation and the Imperium.

For the majority of her life, Alpha-055 held the rank of sergeant. Later, when the Titan Corps was formed as a new branch in response to the growing population of immortal titans, Alpha-055's rank as sergeant was abandoned because the Titan Corps does not use a traditional ranking system.

When exploratory stealth probes sent out by the Humans and their newest allies – the Elcor and Raloi – discovered the Forerunner Ecumene hunting the Protheans to extinction for unknown reasons, the Imperium stepped in, intent on upholding the Mantle of Responsibility, which many ancient Precursor artifacts lead the Humans to believe was exactly what they were created for, in direct contradiction to the Forerunners' beliefs. The Forerunners were millions of years ahead of the Humans, and despite their enthusiasm and courage, the Humans were unprepared for the following wars that resulted from their defiance of the Forerunners' dominance. Alpha-055 stated in an interview that she has taken part in every major human-forerunner conflict, including the First Human-Forerunner War, in which the two species met, and fought for the first time.

It was during the numerous human-forerunner wars that Alpha-055 rose to become the iconic figure she is today, when the humans known as Forthencho, the Lord of Admirals and Yprin Yprikushma revolutionized the Imperium; forming new strategies to combat forerunner tactics; initiating research programs to reverse engineer forerunner technology; and reforming the Titan Program from a sort of secret police into the Titan Corps, a notorious fighting force feared throughout the entire galactic community. Being the top-rated commando among the entire Titan Corps it was suggested that Forthencho adopt Alpha-055 as his daughter. Being tens of thousands of years older than Forthencho, this idea seemed rather strange to Alpha-055. However, after some discussion, Alpha-055 was convinced that the father-daughter relationship between Humanity's greatest leader and Humanity's greatest warrior could be used by the media to significantly bolster morale – something that was desperately needed during the endless on and off conflicts. As predicted, various successful propaganda campaigns utilizing the relationship were launched throughout the wars.

After forging an alliance with the intelligent San 'Shyuum, as well as many other major and minor races, the Humans and their allies were able to repel major Ecumene offensives after locating Ghibalb, the Forerunner homeworld, and causing several nearby stars to supernova, irradiating the heavily populated Forerunner home system and rendering Ghibalb uninhabitable. The Forerunners attribute this event to an accident in stellar engineering, while the Humans claim it as their greatest victory ever achieved. Despite whichever story is true, the event was instrumental in ending the First Human-Forerunner War, allowing the Humans to push the enemy out of their territory. The First Human-Forerunner War never officially ended, but never officially began either, and smaller conflicts along territorial lines continued to be waged between the two rivals up until the Second Human-Forerunner War. Alpha-055 has claimed she and her squad took part in many operations during the periods of relative peace, almost all of which are highly classified.

In recent times, the galactic community has not heard much from Humanity. All human media sources have been terminated; public transit to and from Human Space has been cut off; and refugees from various races affiliated with Humanity have been pouring into foreign territories. There are a great deal of rumors about what happened with the Humans, many of which revolve about a "great flood consuming everything in its path." The Forerunner military has begun massive deployment into Human Space for reasons unknown, and Ecumene representatives refused to comment. There is no verified information about what is happening in Human Space, and Alpha-055's current status is unknown.

* * *

><p>"<em>There. That's juicy enough," <em>Alexandria thought to herself.

Closing the profile and reentering the physical world, the titan looked down at her hand, flexing the muscles as she clenched and unclenched her fist. She opened her hand and drew forth a purple ball of psychokinetic energy, contemplating her current predicament. The time she spent broken down in stasis had weakened her mind and body. Her equipment was also in need of some serious maintenance. She planned to keep this from everyone else. She was more powerful than anyone aboard this ship. That much she knew, and that was all they needed to know. Alexandria hoped her mind and body could regain their former strength through time and use, and that she could restore her equipment to its full potential herself, possibly through the use of this ship's armory. In the meantime, Shepard was right, Alexandria had to get close with the people she was going to be working with for an unknown amount of time. She wanted their willing cooperation, and for that, she needed to build trust.

"Let's get to work," Alexandria encouraged herself as she walked through the door to the armory in the hopes of gaining a new ally.

A dark-skinned man, who was identified in Alexandria's HUD as Jacob Taylor, was leaned over a work bench. He appeared to be doing something with an assault rifle. Exactly what he was doing, the titan did not know. She had promised Shepard she would not invade the minds of his crew, so she would just have to strike up a conversation. Alexandria expected she and Jacob would get along just fine. He was a human armorer. She was a human armorer. They could talk about weapons.

"Hello," Alexandria said to get the man's attention. She did not make any sound when she walked, but the door did. Apparently the man did not hear it open and close. He was too immersed in his work.

"Hi, I'm Jaco-... Jacob Taylor," Jacob had heard from EDI that a new squadmate was coming his way, but he did not expect her to be a massive and insanely attractive human woman towering a meter over him.

"I'm Alexandria. Or if you're short on time, Alexa."

With a smile Alexandria extended her hand. Jacob returned the gesture and they shook hands, one of the most common forms of greeting among warrior-races. In the days before invisible weapons, a handshake was a way for people to say, "I'm probably not going to kill you. At least not right now."

"Shepard said I should get to know the crew, and, like you, I'm an expert on weapons technology."

"And you thought I'd be the best place to start."

"Exactly," Alexandria stuck her right hand to her hip, setting her left foot out at an angle, "So, tell me about your weapons. Give me the rundown."

"Alright," Jacob leaned back on the nearest table with his arms crossed, "Our weapons are mass-reducing electromagnetic accelerators, more commonly known as mass accelerators. They're projectile weapons. They have a block of metal alloy inside used for ammo. With each shot, a small piece is shaved off and propelled to speeds faster than light using electromagnetic attraction and repulsion, enhanced by a mass effect field."

"Right, mass effect fields. Your civilization makes wide-scale use of element zero."

"My civilization?"

"EDI didn't tell you I'm from another?"

"No, she did not."

"Well, the civilization I'm from also made wide-scale use of eezo."

Element zero, commonly referred to as eezo, was what allowed the Imperium to turn around the First Human-Forerunner War. The eezo core in Alexandria's battlesuit increased the mass of her armor, making it incredibly resistant to forerunner weapons. Mass effect fields in her mass-alternating particle accelerator weapons decreased the mass of the particles during flight, giving them velocities that defied regular physics. Upon impact, the mass of the particles was increased, allowing the devastation of forerunner combat skins. Without element zero, the Imperium, and thus all of Humanity, would have been finished. Alexandria's personal shields however, provided adequate protection from forerunner weaponry because of the reverse-engineered forerunner technology integrated into them, not because of any element zero.

Alexandria only had three weapons on her. Her energy blade, extended from a black hilt with some clear portions that allowed the purple energy contained within to shine through when activated. Her multipurpose handgun that could alternate between a pistol and a submachine gun. The accelerated particles expelled from the sidearm were also modified purple. The last weapon she had was a multipurpose rifle that could alternate between an assault rifle, a battle rifle, and a designated marksmen rifle. As one would expect, it fired purple as well. Her two firearms could be combined to make a horrifyingly powerful particle-beam weapon. She drew her multipurpose handgun from her subspace pocket, the weapon assembling itself in a floating distortion. Jacob's eyes went wide at this marvel. He had never seen anything like it.

"This is a mass-alternating particle accelerator weapon, more commonly known as a particle accelerator. It uses a high-energy beam of atomic and subatomic particles with negligible mass to damage a target by simultaneously disrupting its atomic and molecular structure. Mass effect fields decrease the mass of the particles until they are next to nothing during flight. Upon impact, the mass of the particles is increased to the exact opposite, causing incomprehensible damage." Alexandria explained.

"Element zero is amazing isn't it."

"It sure is."

"Yeah. Too bad it's so rare." Jacob said with a small shake of his head.

"Well, the natural stuff is rare, but artificial eezo can be mass produced. You can also make artificial eezo much more potent. Natural eezo is terrible compared to the stuff you make yourself."

Jacob was genuinely surprised by Alexandria's last statement. He had never heard of any artificial element zero, nor had he heard of anyone even trying to make artificial element zero. Everything he knew told him such a feat was not even possible.

"You can make artificial element zero?"

Alexandria was a little confused by that question, coming to the conclusion that this young civilization must have just discovered eezo very recently. That of course, contradicted how she knew for a fact the element was deeply engrained in their society. Surely, they have possessed it for quite some time. Alexandria decided to put an end to all the possible explanations popping up and crashing down inside her head in less than a nanosecond, and instead just get the real answer from the native standing in front of her.

"I thought you use element zero all the time. You're production capabilities will be severely deterred if you can't make your own eezo."

Jacob sighed, dropping and shaking his head.

"I know. We were tricked by the Reapers into using element zero so soon, and now it takes an entire fleet of ours just to take one of those bastards down."

Alexandria didn't take a lot of information from Shepard's mind. She took what she needed to know to cooperate with him and his crew, and then searched for anything he knew about her people. She had not taken any information from him regarding these "Reapers."

"Reapers?" Alexandria asked.

"You don't know about the Reapers?"

"No."

"I'm not surprised. Most people don't. And most who do choose not to believe. But I assure you, they're real, and they're our greatest enemy, hellbent on destroying all life in the galaxy. They command the Collectors, the bad guys we're trying to take down right now. Here, let me show the one reaper we've seen. We called it Sovereign."

Jacob projected an image of Sovereign from his omni-tool, causing Alexandria to recall a memory from a long time ago, back when she was only thirty-two years old. Before the Imperium; before the Human-Forerunner Wars.

_209,477 years ago..._

**LOCATION: MILKY WAY / UNCHARTED SPACE**

**DATE: circa 46562 BR**

Alpha-055 stepped off the ramp of the dropship onto the desolate world, where a base was being set up on the edges of a ruined city. Alpha-059 was in her head and Alpha-056 by her side. The other members of Divinity Squad had landed on different parts of the planet. They were the only Titans in the system, and had to split up to cover more ground. Zero-five-five looked down at the helmet in her hands, the menacing faceplate not showing any reflection. She flipped it around and placed it over her head, locking it into place.

Humanity had suffered an apocalyptic dark age several thousand years ago, splitting their species apart, and scattering pockets of human civilization across space, cut off from one another. The Titans were created by the Alliance to Restore Humanity to be their enforcers of incredible power while they tried to put the pieces back together. The Alliance had reason to believe this world might hold some answers as to just what happened that caused such a catastrophic collapse, and decided to investigate. They did not know what to expect.

The two Titans checked their weapons one last time before heading to the command center. They reached over their shoulders and pulled their phased plasma rifles off their backs. They made sure the rifles were powered up before magnetically slinging them back in place, then doing the same for their pistols on their thighs. Plain superheated plasma weapons just lobbed a bunch of plasma at a target in a magnetic field that could dodged in medium to long range engagements. Phased plasma weapons had two barrels. The barrel on top discharged the plasma in bolts or streams, and the one on bottom emitted a laser used to create a channel through which the plasma traveled, making transmission faster, more accurate, and more deadly. Phased plasma weapons injected their targets with plasma rather than just splashing it over the surface.

After checking their firearms, the two grabbed their energy swords off their hips and turned them on and off, 055's burning purple, 056's burning red. Lastly, they made sure their omni-weapons were working by forging carborundum blades over their arms. They knew their kinetics were working because psychokinesis was a bodily function, not a piece of equipment. They could feel their psychokinetic power flowing throughout their bodies, and it was comforting. At this time, psychokinetic individuals were extremely rare among humans, and only the Titans were known to wield such power.

With their equipment functional and their weapons holstered, the two Titans followed 059's waypoint, leading them towards the command center for further orders. They had been briefed on the reason for the Alliance's presence on this planet before they arrived. A science team had discovered something big, and not just in size. They thought the secrets buried on this planet held the truth about the last dark age, and they were afraid of what exactly that truth might be. Their fears were justified by what was about to happen.

Alpha-055 and 056 were walking down a street buzzing with Alliance activity, several prefabricated structures set up on each side among the remaining ruined and abandoned homes. Off in the distance were the remnants of skyscrapers on a black horizon, the planet having been rendered uninhabitable thousands of years ago by weapons of mass destruction. Scans of the gray sand on the ground revealed it to be largely comprised of human ashes. It was a depressing scene, one that was about to get a lot worse.

A rumbling horn blared as loud as orbital bombardment, permeating the air with a deafening madness. The two Titans were grateful in that moment to have 059 with them, who quickly adjusted their battlesuits to dampen the noise before it threatened to pop their eardrums. A massive squid-like creature with four yellow eyes rose from the ground and into the sky, flying away faster than any of the defense cannons set up by the Alliance could get a beat on it. Zero-five-nine cross-referenced the squid with every image across the net. He found only a single match, a torn propaganda poster that was several thousand years old, which shown an image of an evil being similar to the one before them, looming over a burning planet. Across the top of the poster were the words in all caps, 'NEVER GIVE UP' and across the bottom, 'NEVER GIVE IN.' When the squid was gone, unnatural screams and howls were heard in the distance; growing louder; closing in.

The two Titans drew their rifles and formed up side-by-side. They could now see the source of the noise, a sea of glowing black and blue metallic monsters. How many there were was impossible to tell. At first, they looked like they were just repurposed humans. Then, some of them started merging together to form horribly disfigured beasts, incoming towards the outpost at frightening speeds. Some of the monsters sprouted wings, flying into the air as they gathered together more of the smaller ones. Some monsters were giant multilimbed brutes, charging with massive rams for heads. Most combined with only one other monster, either forming a fierce melee striker with claws or swords for arms, or ranged fighters with cannons for arms, spewing forth some kind of red death.

The monsters were upon the base in seconds, and the two Titans only shot down six of the smallest creatures before they were engaged in close-quarters-combat. They could not afford to use any offensive psychokinetic powers, as they needed to keep their sixth senses on full alert. In such close-quarters battles, even the most skilled combatant could be stabbed in the back, and the two Titans were not yet powerful enough kinetics to maintain both offensive and defensive powers simultaneously.

_Back to the present..._

**LOCATION: MILKY WAY / NORMANDY SR-2 / EN ROUTE TO HAESTROM**

**DATE: circa 162915 AR**

**2185 CE**

"I've seen one of those before," Alexandria whispered more to herself than Jacob.

"Really? When? Where?"

"When? A long time ago. Before anything that would mean anything to you. Where? I'm not sure. It was a desolate colony-world that used to be at these coordinates before we destroyed it."

Alexandria sent the coordinates of the planet's last known location in the Milky Way to Jacob's omni-tool.

"This is in a relay dead-zone. An area of space out of our reach."

"And why is that?" Alexandria asked plainly.

"Because of the drive charge. Eezo drive cores accumulate a static electrical charge when engaged in FTL. Eventually, the buildup has to be discharged before it accumulates to the point where it kills everyone on the ship."

"Yes, I know. And you discharge the buildup using a magnetic field."

"Yes, the magnetic field of a planet. The bigger the drive core, the bigger the buildup it can withstand. And even the biggest drive cores can't travel to these coordinates without having to discharge. And without a planet to discharge with, well, you simply can't travel that far."

"I'm guessing you don't build ships with discharging systems?"

"No. Space stations that are nowhere near planets have discharging facilities visiting ships can use, but no ship I know of has one of its own."

"Not yet."

"Yeah, not yet."

"Our ships do."

"Really?"

"Well, they did. I don't know if my people are still... around."

"Your people?"

"Long story."

"We've got time."

* * *

><p>AN: Did you know that Nazara was taken down during the Battle of the Citadel not because the organic fleet was actually doing any real damage, but rather because it was directly controlling Saren's corpse, and when Saren was defeated by Shepard's team, the shock of having the connection abruptly cut sent he/she/it into shock? In this story, Nazara was sent into shock by the ion cannon of the ISV _Deadly Silence_.

In case you didn't figure it out from the date of the flashback, Alexandria has been around for a while. She was not around for the war with the Reapers/Preservers/Old Machines. She was created several thousand years later by the Alliance to Restore Humanity (a throwback to the Alliance to Restore the Republic from Star Wars). She was one of Alliance's enforcers (even in desperate times, humans aren't always willing to just get along).

If I remember correctly, the Forerunner homeworld was irradiated before the Humans and Forerunners met in canon, but having it been sanitized by the Humans works well for this story.

I can't find any information on the origins of the omni-tool, so it works to have it be something that came out of nowhere. No, the Imperium did not sanction its insertion into the new galactic community.

Next chapter, I will be expanding upon the skirmish on Haestrom. And by expanding, I mean I plan on including the Geth's point of view.

As displayed throughout the _Halo Series_, 100,000 years without maintenance allows the UNSC to stand up to forerunner forces on numerous installations. With that being said, and since Alliance infantry weapons are a lot more advanced than those of the UNSC, Alexandria will need to watch her back.


End file.
